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does sound appetising and of course 
I do have my way with them, but that 
statement also no doubt calls for 
some explanation. But they are not 
girls picked up at random in the 
streets; one would very soon be the 
subject of unsavoury comment, and 
worse, for in these little Welsh towns 
one must be very careful of one’s 
respectability. And also I have only 
had (had?) two girls before. This 
truly divine Jenny makes three. 

Housekeepers, that is perhaps 
the nearest term one can get, though 
it does conjure up pictures of ladies 
somewhat older than what I go for. 
My two previous girls were 16 and 18 
and this new Jenny falls perfectly in 
between at 17 and two months. 
Maybe maid/housekeeper might be 
closer to the mark. My dear wife 
Elaine is able to manage a little, to 
give some direction to the girl, but 
she is (Elaine that is) alas, but also 
very fortunately, very weak both in 
body and spirit these days. Nothing 
that the doctors seem able to 
pinpoint but she does spend a great 
deal of her time in her room in bed. 
Lying listlessly or reading her Bible. 

Perhaps that is her ailment, the 
Good Book, her constant perusal of 
its pages sapping the life from her. 
No, I joke, no doubt in these dark 
days of war it can offer great 
consolation. My own spirits of course 
are sustained, at times sent 
rapturously soaring, by events in the 
little back bedroom. Its delicious 
young occupant... 

Sadly it has been without an 
occupant for some weeks now, after 
Susan had so to regrettably go off. A 
very low time for spirits, with them 
barely kept , afloat with fond 
memories — of Susan, of Margaret 
— and hopes of the future. The 
hopes, though, and my most fervent 
dreams could not have conjured a 
creature quite as sublime as this 
Jenny. 

Jenny Wilkins. I found her in 
London, our poor bomb-ravaged 
capital; a little cockney waif. That is 
untrue, in every part: she is not a 
cockney, she has a_ perfectly 
respectable accent and she is not a 
svaif, nor is she exactly little. She is 
the daughter of a friend as it 
happens, a lady I have known for 
many years though not seen at all 
recently; hence I had no thought at 
all of her, as it turns out, quite divine 
offspring. But there she suddenly 
was, serving in her mother’s shop 
down in Peckham. 

A divine creature, as I say, a 
pretty, perky child who told me she 
had left school in the summer. Just 
how divine she was I learnt some few 
minutes after that introduction. It 
was not completely fortuitous or as 
one might say an Act of the 
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Because naturally I had to touch. 
This young Miss could so easily have ~ 
injured something in that 
unfortunate, Heaven-sent fall. Oh 
yes I had to touch. I was touching, 
ile the red-faced and gasping 
Jenny attempted to get to her feet, 
when the mother entered. Hot-faced 
myself, I explained what had 
happened — for I could see that the 
situation could easily give a ee “5 
smother a nasty fright. Jenny was still” e 
more or less on the floor an , 
Hate) Cobbetems evans) ebuae-Ilopumnnaiaeme) 
while with my other...Yes, 
Tereyelees byeelo) hime 0) oLer-by that ‘T had been 
overcome by some brainstorm, ; a 
sudden surge of lust, and was about 
to attempt full and immediate carnal 
knowledge of the delectable 
; offspring. ~ 
seated Indeed the hot thought had 
crossed my mind that’ a‘ more 
4 complete check for possible injury 
‘ could be made by quickly slipping 
. those navy knickers down. Needless 
to say that particular thought was 
shelved on the arrival of Jenny’s 
mother. I dropped her skirt, and 
removed my- other questing hand. 
And made my _— explanations. 
Fortunately Dorothy Wilkins was a 
nsible woman and any unfortunate 
st impressions she may have 
ained were soon dispelled, with 
Jenny as well giving credence to my 
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explaining). And she was _ also 
necessarily unaware of what I was 
now hotly imagining for her in the 
future...in miy cosy little back 
bedroom. Because there was now 
doltameysCom a oColined olan tel cohwmeler-\e tay M1012 Mxe) 
have this girl. 

There was an obvious way — 
thanks to this dreadful war. Quite a 
number of girls of Jenny’s age had 
earlier been evacuated from London 
— boys too but I am not concerned 
with boys. I must admit that when 
the original great evacuation took 
place the thought did occur that it \ 
would be extremely pleasant to get 
myself one of these girls; but at that 
time I was very much involved with 
Susan — obsessed indeed is not too 
strong a word. She had only recently 
arrived and we were into her early 
training. So with such heady delights 
the thought of an evacuee was only 
fleeting. In any~event it would have 
been quite impractical;~could not 
have two girls at once. I like to give 
my young Miss my whole undivided 
attention. As I will now give it to this 
sublime Jenny. 

The bombing has abated so those 
in such places as Peckham can now 
sleep a little more soundly in their 
beds. But who can say when the 
fiendish Hun will not start up again? - 
That was very much the tenor of my 
argument when a little later, still 
somewhat agitated from my first and 
so unexpected touch of Jenny’s silky 
flesh, I sat with Mrs Wilkins in her 
back parlour over a very pleasant 
cup of tea. Young Jenny was out in 
the shop once more looking after the 
customers. 

’ Yes, what if the bombing started 
again next week? Or tomorrow? 
Stout-hearted Mrs Wilkins might ~ 
well take an heroic line again and 
brave it out but could she bear to 
subject the innocent Jennifer to that 
ordeal once more? (I assumed Jenny 
was innocent; that no common 
companion of the streets — or 
anyone else — had as yet been ‘up’. 
That is still something I have to 
determine.) But surely sweet Jenny 
should not be kept any longer at risk 
when I had that so convenient 
position in my own household. In our 
quiet little town, where a young lady 
from faraway London would be 
completely safe. (Safe from 
everything, that is, except those 
things that deep down young ladies 
do not really wish to be safe from; 
but naturally my talk with Dorothy 
Wilkins did not venture into 
such areas.) 

I can I think be quite persuasive 
when my -heart is in it. And no | 
mother would wish to seem to be 
keeping a loved daughter at risk 
merely to save a few shillings on 
counter help. ‘Really if anything did 
happen to her I don’t think I could 
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So a proper training at 16, 17, 18 
can be of immeasurable benefit to a 
girl. And I need not say that the 
process of imparting such training to 
a nubile, — silkily-fleshed young 
person of that age can in turn 
provide sheer, heart-stopping, 
almost impossible pleasure. 

My philosophy in such matters is 
to be direct; vague allusions and 
general beating about the bush 
merely serve to confuse a young 
creature. Come directly to the point, 
that is my policy, and it certainly 
worked well enough with Susan 
and Margaret. So after putting 
darling Jennifer at her ease with 
some general chat I came directly to 
the matter in hand: I was not an 
Copier uoer-batiremeyed wom oltiay Muvolli Cem ucreltitucs 
obedience and certain standards in 
her work. If there were failings I 
would expect her to meekly accept 
punishment. 
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The large brown eyes gave me a 
direct, querying look. I spelled it out. 
‘A smacked bottom.’ 

The eyes opened wide, and a 
slight flush came to the pretty 
cheeks. Exquisite! I must confess I 
felt myself stiffening up; and even 
more so as I went on to enunciate 
those thrilling words: ‘A smacked 
bottom, Jenny, and it will be with 
your knickers down.’ 

The cheeks became quite rosy as 
she took in this alarming 
information. It was alarming 
because, as I learnt a little later in 
questioning her, Jenny had never 
been spanked before. I should 
explain that Dorothy Wilkins’ 
husband had left her some years 
earlier leaving Jenny to be brought 
up by her mother alone. A heartless 
act but it did mean | was getting 
a quite pristine bottom. There had 
been no father’s belt across Jenny’s 





delicious bum and the only thing 
approaching corporal punishment 
she had experienced, it seemed, was 
the odd slap across her legs from her 
mother. 7ru/y marvellous. My organ 
was now fully aroused and quite 
champing at the bit. Clearly it had 
ideas of doing exactly what that 
guard at Paddington had assumed | 
would now be doing. In a word, in 
the common vernacular, fucking her. 
I moved my hand as casually as 
possible onto my lap, to disguise 
what was going on. I did not wish to 
overly alarm my young companion 
— not any more than she was 
evidently alarmed already at the 
prospect of my hand on her bare 
bottom. Anyway I had _ not yet 
finished. 

‘Smackings and also the cane, 
Jenny dear. You have not had the 
cane?’. 


A tremulous — half-whispered 
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negative popped out from between 
those soft pink lips. 

‘Ah well, the cane is another very 
necessary disciplinary measure. It 
hurts, naturally, but it is meant to. It 
is through its sharp sting that a girl 
Verb woke) oxereh (oo neenman Wo) F-Ceccler: mar-tevemey el 
her thigh and gave a little squeeze. 

She had removed her coat and 
my hand was on her thigh through 
the skirt of her dress. Not on the 
bare thigh itself. It was naturally a 
temptation, not easy to resist, to get 
my hand on the bare flesh, as 
indeed I had done a week ago when 
she tumbled so marvellously spread- 
limbed onto the floor. But I did 
resist. It was a considerable exercise 
in self-control, an exercise of that 
same discipline that 1 was about to 
instil in Jenny. It would have been 
almost excruciatingly pleasurable to 
slide my hand up between those 
silky thighs as we sat ensconsed in 


our cosy secluded carriage. It would 
have been exquisite — but how 
much more exquisite to save that 
first great pleasure for my little back 
bedroom. 

So I controlled those heady 
urges. I merely stroked the thigh 
through her, admittedly thin, skirt. 
She trembled, deliciously, at my 
stroking hand and at what I had said 
about the cane. She continued to 
tremble as I went on to say what | 
would want when we arrived home. 
What | would require of her in that 
very first test of obedience. 

is DYomn vey eibbol qmvelemmerti mae Comma nr:tan 
Jenny dear?’ I softly asked, my hand 
now halfway up on the full swell of 
that exquisite limb. “Exactly as 
instructed?’ 

A little pause and then the words 
came breathily out. ‘l...1 think so, 
Mr Balfour.” 


* * * * 


It is a pleasant little room, simply 
but cosily furnished, and against the 
cool of the late October day I had had 
Mrs Hughes light a fire which was 
crackling brightly. That and the 
afternoon sun slanting in through 
the window did indeed produce a 
welcoming atmosphere, and as | 
have already mentioned there -was 
Aunt Maud smiling out from her 
frame in the mantlepiece. Jenny 





seemed delighted with it all when I 
took her in and deposited her 
suitcases; though no doubt there was 
a certain tingle of apprehension as 
well. The note which IJ had referred 
to on the train was there on the 
mantlepiece with Aunt Maud. Jenny 
did not know what it said, not until 
she opened the envelope, but she did 
know it referred to an _ early 
disciplinary exercise. And she had 
been told of smacked bare bottoms, 
and my cane. 

First though we had to have a 
quick introduction to Elaine. I helped 
Jenny off with her coat and took 
her in to my wife’s room. As she 
frequently is my dear Elaine was 
lying listlessly in her bed. She 


managed a weak word of greeting 
and then resumed her empty gaze. 
We exited, I with bounding, soaring 
spirits. For now... 

I told Jenny to go back to her 
room. She knew what to do? ‘Yes, 
Mr Balfour.’ I permitted myself a 
brisk little slap to her bottom. She 
went in and closed the door. And I... 
I went to my little place: my walk-in 
cupboard to which I alone have the 
key. My cupboard with its secret 
vantage point, that small hole bored 
conveniently at eye level which 
affords the unseen watcher a clear 
view into the little back bedroom. A 
view now of the bedroom’s seductive 
new occupant as, with the door 
closed behind her, she goes to that 











envelope. 

Naturally I know its contents 
because I wrote the note. It details 
exactly what Jenny is now to do in 
pursuance of her first lesson in 
obedience. She sits by the fire to 
read it. I watch, my heart thudding 
in my chest and my organ rapidly 
stiffening. Excitement such as this 
can probably kill a man but there is 
no way one can help oneself. She has 
read it now; she knows exactly what I 
want. Will she... 

Her cheeks are flushed; her heart 
is probably pounding like mine. She 
gets up and hesitates. She seemed 
to look straight at me, almost as if... 
And then she turns and reaches up 
to the cupboard. It is opened...and 
there is my cane. In her hand...she 
holds it, no doubt imagining its 
stinging kiss across her bare bum... 
and then places it on the 
mantlepiece. This is all in the note. 
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And now...and now...? 

Yes. She has turned, still in front 
of the fire, and slowly she does as 
instructed. Lifts the skirt of that thin 
blue dress. Lifts it up and bunches it 
high in front, to reveal the whole of 
her saucy ripe rump clad in the same 
or similar clinging navy blue 
knickers as when she tumbled so 
heart-stoppingly to the shop floor 
back in Peckham. She stands, 
reflective, pondering no doubt the 
next move. While I stand, stiff and 
throbbing, spell-bound, drinking her 
in. 

Still with the dress aloft she 
turns, warming her rapturous 
bottom and thighs at the fire and 
presenting me with the equally 
exquisite front view: the navy 
material drawn taut over moulded 
abdomen, swelling pubis. In the 
sharply slanting sunlight the lyrical 
thighs show a halo of soft and 


delicate little hairs. When she makes 
the next move, if her nerve does not 
falter, there will be real hair to see. 
Dark wiry curls I imagine for she is 
clearly a true brunette. 

Slowly, hesitantly, she: turns 
again. One hand still holds the dress 
high and the other...This now is the 
key to the whole thing. If a girl has 
never taken her knickers down for 
the cane before there is a lot of 
acquired resistance to overcome. But 
finally the hand does go to the 
knickers’ waistband. And slowly... 
Yes...Sliding down over first one 
ripe cheek...and then the other. 
Then right off her bottom. It is 
without doubt the most heavenly 
rear one could dream of. A ripe, 
deep-cleft peach; twin trembling 
moons...She turns again, to show me 
her front...the crisply curling bush... 

And then the cane is in her hand 
again...and she is moving the 





chair...all as in my note. Hanging 
the cane on the chairback. And 
then...bending...presenting those 


mouth-watering buttocks. That 
ripely burgeoning flesh; trembling... 

As I myself am trembling. My 
heart violently thudding. It is too 
much, I fear; my flesh demands 
immediate satisfaction, release. I 
have no option. My fingers 
desperately fumbling. Because if I 
go in the little back bedroom in this 
state, with her presenting in that 
position, bare and ripely waiting, I 
am afraid I will simply...As_ that 
guard had me doing on the train. 
There will be no way of stopping. 
And that would be impossible, on 
this her very first day. So there is 
nothing for it. I must... 


* 8 * * 


I enter. She is still bending, 


silent and submissive. I am 
somewhat calmer now — for the 
moment. Though doubtless with this 
sublime rear thrust up at me I shall 
soon be in the same state as before. 
But for the moment I am in control; 
sufficiently in control to be able to 
run my hand over its silky surface. 
The touch is almost electric. And 
then of course the cane. For that is 
the object of this first exercise: to 
give this darling Jenny her first taste 
of it. 

She emits a gasping squeal as the 
first one lands. I let her properly feel 
it and then, with the cane 
transferred to my left hand, | gently 
comfort her. My hand stroking — 
her bottom, her thighs, and briefly 
in between... 

And then the cane again: slicing 
back through the slanting sunshine 
and then forward...Another gasping 
yelp. The sweet sound of a teenaged 


girl beginning her training. 

The westering sun continues to 
flood into our little room and the fire 
in the grate burns brightly. My 
shaking hand reaches out again. 
Intimately caressing. Jenny 
moans...1 wonder...I glance at Aunt 
Maud but her expression has not 
changed of course. And it won’t 
change if I... 











rench Homework 





Julie had discovered it quite. by 
chance. That a girl could make a 
little pocket money really by doing 
nothing at all. That was probably 
why people like your mother went 
round telling you stuff like ‘Hard 
work is the only thing in life’ etc. It 
was because they didn’t want you 
to know that — that you could 
sometimes make a few shillings for 
doing virtually nothing. They 
probably thought it would make 
you lazy and also probably it 
wasn’t Christian, getting 
something for nothing and not 
working for it. 

But that wasn’t quite true 





anyway. Getting your bottom 
spanked wasn’t nothing. It did 
hurt a bit, but in terms of two 
shillings a time it was. virtually 
nothing. It was a real little treasure 
trove because Mr Telford seemed 
to have an unending supply of two- 
shilling pieces available for that 


purpose. But then he was probably 
quite rich; he did live in a rather 
big house, and fortunately there 
was a back way in along the lane so 
that you didn’t have to make it 
obvious to everyone, people like 
that nosy Mrs_ Scrutton for 
instance, that you were going in 
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Mr Telford’s house. 

‘Best to come through the back 
way,’ he said after the first time 
and Julie quite agreed with that. 
She knew what nosy-parker people 
could be like, she wasn’t born 
yesterday. At 17 you did know a 
thing or two. 

She would very much like to tell 
her friend Mandy about this 
marvellous discovery but so far 
caution had prevailed and she 
hadn't. Not that Mandy was a 
blabbermouth, but you could never 
really tell and if you told someone 
some really hot info they would 
have great difficulty keeping it to 
themselves. Julie knew that she 
would do the same if Mandy told 
her she had made such a 
discovery. 

It had been a Friday afternoon 
at the beginning of this summer 
term. The second Friday in fact: 
she was in no doubt about that 
because it was in her diary. As 
were all her subsequent visits to 
Mr Telford. Not written out, of 
course, not ‘| went round to Mr 
Telford’s and he gave me some tea 
and then...etc etc.’ Oh no, Julie 
wasn’t stupid and she was 17. No, 
it was in code. ‘Did french 
homework’ was how her visits to 
Mr Telford appeared in the diary. 
Julie had a vague idea that 
Frenchmen were keen on 
smacking girls’ bottoms — at least 
she knew they were keen on 
playing about with girls’ bottoms. 
Probably also keen on playing 
about with something else as well. 

Sometimes she thought it 
would be very interesting to meet a 
frenchman, to get more experience 
for one thing. At 17 a girl needed 
to start getting experience and that 
of course was another great thing 
about Mr Telford. It was. all 
experience, and you got two 
shillings a time as well. 

That first Friday when it 
happened she - hadn’t been 
thinking about any of that stuff, 
she had been thinking about the 
fact that she was getting soaking 
wet. She was getting soaking wet 
because it was pouring with rain 
and she was pushing her bike up 
the hill halfway between school 
and her house. It was late, half 
past four, and so she was by 
herself because she had been kept 
in detention by Mr Farnworth 
about her English essay (not 
done). An hour earlier of course it 
hadn't been raining so it was all 
that old sod Farnworth’s fault that 
she was getting soaked. But then if 
it hadn't been for old Farnworth 
she would not have met Mr 
Telford. Who came by in his car. 

He stopped and reversed. He 
wound down the window and 
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asked, ‘would you like a lift you 
poor drowned creature?’ 

She didn’t know it was Mr 
Telford when the car stopped 
because she hadn't seen Mr 
Telford’s car before. Was it some 
stranger who had thoughts of 
getting her in there to ravish or 
maybe strangle her? Julie found 
the thought of being ravished 
rather interesting, though 
naturally being strangled was 
something else. So she walked 
forward in some excitement. But 
then she saw it was Mr Telford. Mr 
Telford whom her mother knew — 
he was some sort of retired 
gentleman. So naturally Mr 
Telford was not going to strangle 
her. Not ravish her either, so she 
could stop getting excited about 
that. 

He put her bike in the boot and 
then she got in. It was a big car, a 
Daimler, with super deep leather 
seats, a real luxury after being out 
in that bloody rain. She smiled at 
this friendly Mr Telford who she 
didn’t know well and who looked 
about 60 or so she guessed. Her 
face was all wet and her hair too 
but her short hair got more curly in 
the rain so she probably wasn’t 
looking too bad. She said ‘Thanks 
very much’ and stuck out her 
boobs. They were a pretty good 
size considering, not as big as 
Joanna Middleton’s of course (the 
biggest in the school), but pretty 
good nonetheless. She had her 
school raincoat on but you could 
see they were there even under 
that. 

His hand reached down and 
patted a wet leg below her rain- 
coat. ‘You are a very attractive 
drowned creature,’ he told her. 

Well that was certainly OK. 
She probably blushed a bit at that 
point. 

He didn’t drive her straight 
home of course, but to his house. 
He said ‘What you need is a nice 
warm cup of tea: yes?’ And Julie 
had said yes perhaps she would. It 
was already a bit of an adventure, 
being in Mr Telford’s car, and a 
big Daimler too; and going to his 
house would be even more of an 
adventure. Various girls at school 
claimed to have had _ various 
adventures but Julie didn’t believe 
most of it. She herself had 
unfortunately not had any at that 
point, not unless you counted 
being in the school greenhouse 
with Mr Hutchings, the gardener. 
Mr Hutchings liked to give you a 
surreptitious feel and Julie had 
had his hand up her skirt and also 
on her boobs, but just about all the 
other good-looking girls had had 
the same it didn’t really count as 
an adventure. 


Mr Telford did make some tea 
and also produced some cakes but 
first of all he said, ‘we'd better 
have that wet coat off.’ 
Underneath there was Julie’s 
green school frock. Mr Telford 
wondered if it was wet too and felt 
it to see. He felt it in the region of 
her bottom and also her boobs, ie, 
he was in reality giving her a good 
feel up. That was pretty exciting 
having his hands on_ those 
particular pars to you. It was 
where Mr Hutchings also put his 
hands but this was quite a bit more 
exciting because it wan't just old 
Hutchings it was Mr Telford and 
she was alone with him in his big 
house with no sign even of a Mrs 
Telford. (She later found out there 
wasn’t a Mrs Telford.) 

So there was always’ the 
possibility that this gentleman had 
in mind taking you into the 
bedroom and doing it-to you. Or 
even doing it right there on the 
sofa. At that stage Julie hadn't 
even thought of having her bottom 
spanked, all she could think of was 
it — as well as fiddling about with 
various parts of you naturally. 
Well at 17 you couldn’t expect to 
know everything and she was 
pretty sure most girls in her class 
didn't know about having your 
bottom smacked and certainly not 
about getting paid for it. Well, at 
least Julie did now know that all 
right. 

As for it, Julie hadn’t done that 
yet either. She felt she was ready 
to do it, ready and willing you 
might say. Mandy hadn't done it 
yet either. Some girls claimed to 
have done it but Julie and Mandy 
didn’t believe most of them. As it 
happened of course Mr Telford 
didn’t want to do that, either on 
that first occasion or afterwards. 
Mr Telford had other interests, ie, 
your bottom. She didn’t realise 
this right away, though, although 
he did get his hand on her bottom 
right at the beginning, using the 
excuse of seeing if her frock was 
wet. 

Her frock was OK — otherwise 
he was probably thinking of taking 
it off. Anyway he then got a towel 
for her to dry her hair and also she 
took her wet shoes and socks off. 
Then he said, ‘lift your dress and 
we'll have a look at your legs.’ 
Meaning see if they were wet. 

He was kneeling down in front 
of her as Julie stood there on that 
plush carpet in his lounge, or 
rather drawing room. Feeling a 
nice little tingle of excitement she 
lifted her skirt. Right up. Well, 
after having his hand in those 
places she guessed he wanted to 
have a look and Julie had no 
objection to showing what she’d 


got. The nice slim thighs and also 
the knickers, clean on_ that 
morning. Pink as it happened. She 
gave Mr Telford a quick flash of 
pink knickers before then modestly 
lowering her skirt just a little. 

He briskly rubbed her legs with 
the towel, including the thighs 
which were not in fact damp. Mr 
Telford had now gone red in the 
face a bit. Then his voice, a little 
what you~ might call strained 
perhaps, said, ‘Turn round would 
you please, Julie.’ 

She didn’t know then of course 
that his big thing was bottoms. 
Afterwards when she did Julie 
realised this must have been a big 
moment for Mr Telford, a new and 
pretty girl (well she was) and he 
was just about to have a look at the 
seat of her knickers. Because he 


said, ‘Lift your skirt right up, 
would you please.’ 

Julie did; right up. She also 
wiggled her bottom a bit in those 
tight pink nylon knickers. It was 
really something standing holding 
your skirt right up and showing 
your bottom like that, even though 
she didn’t know then, just how 
keen on bottoms Mr Telford was. 
He rubbed at her legs with the 
towel, then he stood up. And then 
put his hand on her bottom, now in 
just the pink knickers. 

This time his voice definitely 
sounded what you would call 
excited. 

‘This item looks like it’s crying 
out for a good spanking,’ he said. 
He patted her bum and then gave 
it a squeeze. 

That was the first time 
spanking of bottoms had been 
mentioned. He went to get the tea 
and Julie, having dropped her skirt 
now, just thought it was his little 
joke. But then when they'd had tea 
and those cakes he said it again. 

‘Don’t you think that bottom 
needs a little smack? If only, ha, 
ha, for taking a lift with a strange 
man which I’m sure your mother 
has told you never to do.’ 

It seemed at first like another 
little joke because Mr Telford 
wasn’t actually a stranger, but 
then Julie realised it wasn’t. It was 
Mr Telford’s way of approaching 
this subject of what he really 
wanted to do. He said again, ‘| 
really think we should give it a 
little something.’ Then added, 
‘But | should imagine we could 
find you, uh, two shillings if you 
take it properly.’ 

With the mention of two 
shillings Julie realised it wasn’t a 
joke. She went somewhat red in 
the face, naturally, as the idea 
sunk in. Then, thinking mostly of 
the two bob, she said, ‘OK then.’ 


He right away sat down and 
pulled her over his lap. Right away 
he was yanking up her skirt again 
and then after just a little bit of 
fiddling about he had his fingers in 
the top of the knickers and was 
sliding them down. She simply 
hadn’t thought of that: having her 
knickers down; having her bottom 
bare and her knickers tucked 
surreptitiously in Mr _ Telford’s 
pocket. 

Mr Telford clearly had though; 
he had probably been thinking of it 
ever since he saw her struggling 
up that hill with her bike. And now 
his hand was right away on her 
bare bum for first a bit of feeling 
up and then it was spanking. Splat, 
Splot, Crack, Smack. The hard 
hand raining down all over Julie’s 
bare bum. 

It hurt of course and she was 
letting out some yelps, but it 
wasn’t exactly a killing pain, more 
a big shock than _ anything. 
Because it was certainly her first 
time for anything like that. As it 
continued and as Julie sort of 
collected her senses after that first 
initial shock she did think that 
perhaps it might be the prelude to 
that other thing. It. But no; that 
was all. Just smacking her bare 
bottom was what he wanted. And 
when he had finished he stood her 
on her feet and while she was 
dragging her knickers back up 
again Mr Telford got up and fished 
in his pocket and gave her the two 
bob. 

When he had given her the two 
shillings he said, ‘Don’t tell your 
mother, will you? She wouldn’t 
understand.’ You bet she 
wouldn't Julie thought. ‘No, | 
won't tell,’ she said. 

That was it — except that when 
they were in the car again he said 
he'd rather like to do it again soon. 
‘Two shilling again,’ he added 
with a little grin. And Julie said 
LOK 

Then he said it would be best if 
she came via the lane at the back, 
so that this neighbour of his, Mrs 
Scrutton, didn’t see her. And also 
he didn’t take her all the way home 
as he said it was perhaps not a 
good idea. Anyway it had stopped 
raining now and the sun was 
shining. That perhaps was a 
portent, of the fact that Julie had 
entered into a sort of new era. That 
was what she thought when after 
telling her mother she had been 
round at Mandy’s she wrote for the 
first time ‘French Homework’ in 
her diary. And added _ two 
exclamation marks after it. 

That was the second Friday of 
term and it was now three quarters 
of the way through. All that time 
she had been going to Mr Telford’s 


two or three times a week, after 
school and at the weekend. That 
was quite a few two-shilling pieces 
and considering that two bob was 
her weekly pocket money, a 
considerable increase in funds. All 
that time Mr Telford had shown no 
sign at all of getting tired of her 
bottom or bored with it. Far from 
It. 

Not only that but a week after 
she first went there he produced a 
pair of sexy black silk knickers, 
French knickers with loose legs, 
for Julie to put on under her school 
frock — and of course for Mr 
Telford to then take down. Then 
after that there was a really super 
lace-edged mauve pair. And then 
after that, what you might call the 
piete de resistance, a pair of black 
seamed nylons plus a sexy black 
suspender belt. 

All this sexy stuff Julie put on 
when she got there. Mr Telford 
said better not wear them home. 
And you could say that again 
because if Julie’s mother saw 
those things she’d have a fit. She 
would definitely want to know 
what was up. The fact was, 
though, that nothing was up if you 
meant up Julie. Mr Telford was 
iust not interested in ‘sticking it in’ 
as certain girls at school would 
say. 
Julie had quite thought at the 
beginning that Mr Telford would 
want to graduate onto that after 
maybe he got a bit bored with his 
spanking. And then she thought 
she would probably have to let him 
as long as he could be sure she 
didn’t get ‘into trouble’. 
Presumably Mr Telford at his age 
would know all about that. She 
would have to ask for more than 
the two shillings of course but Mr 
Telford would probably offer it. 
But as it turned out he had shown 
no sign of interest in it, in ‘sticking 
it up’. 

He had not even shown any 
sign of interest in having a feel of 
her you-know-what. Julie had 
certainly expected that, when she 
was over his lap with her knickers 
down and everything bare and 
unprotected. She had _ been 
planning to act shocked and 
squirm about when he first did it 
but she imagined Mr Telford 
would do it anyway and she had 
been rather looking forward to it. 
Mr Hutchings in the greenhouse 
would certainly get his hand on 
your pussy if you gave him half a 
chance. But maybe Mr Telford was 
too much of a gentleman. 

Nonetheless the whole thing 
was a pretty major adventure and 
also a small source of income. Julie 
really did want to tell Mandy and 
had almost made up her mind to 
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when it happened. This other man. 
Mr Sedley as his name turned out 
to be. 

It was Friday again, the 
seventh Friday of term. Maybe 
there was something about 
Fridays. Maybe Fridays were in 
her stars. At any rate she had 
come out of Mr Telford’s, the back 
way as usual and was pushing her 
bike along the lane which was not 
too great for riding on, and he 
suddenly appeared. 

She had seen him before a 
couple of times but not taken any 
notice, just a man walking his dog. 
A man younger than Mr Telford 
but still quite old. Forty perhaps. 
This time he didn‘t just walk on 
past but stopped her. He had sort 
of a grin on his face. A knowing 
look. 
brought a quick flush to Julie’s 
cheeks. At the same time the dog, 
a black labrador, tried to stick its 
nose up her skirt the way some 
dogs will. Distractedly Julie 
pushed the dog away. The man 
said, ‘We must have a little chat.’ 
And Julie started walking again, 
now with this man, Mr Sedley at 
her side. His hand holding her arm 
in.a quite tight squeeze. 

What he had said of course 
pertained to her .visit to Mr 
Telford. He had said she seemed 
to be a frequent visitor to that 
house. Did she have a nice time 
there? And did that man there 
perhaps do anything he shouldn't? 
‘All the time he had. that knowing 
look on his face. 

It was a shock all right, a 
bombshell. As they _ started 
walking with the dog hopping 
excitedly around, he said, ‘Maybe 
we should tell your mum.’ 

‘No!’ she gasped, suddenly 
weak at the knees. Suddenly 
Julie’s cosy world had a great rent 
in it. The thought of him telling 
made her just feel sick. ‘No...’ she 
gasped again. ‘l...1 haven’t done 
anything.’ 

‘What exactly do you do,’ he 
wanted to know, his hand 
squeezing her arm still. ‘What 
does that chap do?’ 

Julie just shook her head. She 
didn’t know what to do except that 
she seemed to be well and truly in 
it. At the end of the lane there was 
his car. He said. ‘If you tell me 
what you do then maybe | won’t 
tell.” Then he told her to leave her 
bike in the hedge and they would 
go for alittle drive in his car. 

It wasn'ta big black Daimler 
like Mr Telford’s. It was some kind 
of Austin, a beige colour. What 
could she do except get in? The 
dog got in the back. Julie had now 
got over the initial shock just a bit. 
She felt really scared but also 
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excited. The big thought in her 
mind of course was that she 
couldn’t let him tell about Mr 
Telford. 

‘Let’s hear it then,’ he said as 
he drove off. His hand came down 
and squeezed  Julie’s’ knee, 
deliberately pushing back her coat 
to do so. 

She didn’t seem to have a lot of 
choice. ‘He...he doesn’t do any- 
thing really,’ she said in a squeaky 
voice. ‘He...he just spanks me: 
that’s all.’ 

‘Smacks your bum!’ he 
exclaimed. ‘Well, well. And takes 
yours knickers down | daresay!’ 

He drove out onto the common 
and parked the car in a secluded 
little track, then let the dog out. 
‘Right, young miss,’ he said. He 
had a real look in his eyes. A look 
that made Julie shiver. She was 
completely in his power obviously. 
Real scary. But also... 

He reached over and carefully 
unbuttoned her raincoat. He 
pulled it open and then his hand 
just cupped one of her boobs. Julie 
made a shocked squealy sound. He 
let go, but only to take hold of the 
other one. 

‘You know you would be in 
serious trouble if the authorities 
got to hear about this. They might 
send you to a remand home or 
something.’ 

His hand was squeezing her 
boob as he said it. The words and 
the hand made Julie feel awful. 

‘You've got nice boobs,’ he 
added. ‘Does that chap play with 
them?’ 

She shook her head. 

‘| bet you like having them 
played with, though. The same as 
you like having that Mr What-his- 
name smack your bum. Eh?’ 

Julie didn’t answer _ that 
question. In fact the hand 
squeezing her boob felt pretty 
good if they weren’t feeling too 
scared. And actually she wasn’t 
feeling quite so scared now as she 
sensed that he wasn’t necessarily 
going to tell. ‘Please don’t tell,’ 
her voice squeaked out. 

“How much does he give you?’ 
he wanted to know, and Julie told 
him. Two bob. 

He laughed. ‘Selling your bum 
for two bob a time! what would 
mother say?’ 

Julie managed to produce a 
weak smile. She somehow now 
thought her mother wouldn’t be 
told. 

He said ‘well, well’ again, and 
took his hand away from her boob. 
And put it down on her leg. Her 
thigh this time. And then he just 
slid the hand up under her skirt. 
Between her legs. Julie gasped. 
He said, ‘I like girls’ bums but | 


also like something else.’ 

He got his hand right up 
between her legs. It was the first 
time Julie had had a man’s hand 
properly up there. Mr Hutchings 
had tried once or twice and once he 
had briefly touched it but she 
hadn't let him have a proper feel. 
Now of course she had no choice. 

He said, ‘Open your legs a bit.’ 
And she did. And that big male 
hand simply took hold of her 
through her knickers. She 
squealed out, ‘Don’t...you 
mustn't.’ But of course’ she 
couldn't stop him. His hand felt 
fantastic. Julie thought she was 
going to faint — or come right 
away. 

He said, ‘I think we’ll have to 
come to a little understanding, 
young lady.’ And then his fingers 
were going in at the hem of her 
knickers. Inside her knickers and 
then...actually on it...it-was. all 
wet. His fingers inside... 

And then he just started doing 
what Julie had imagined Mr 
Telford doing only Mr Telford 
hadn't been interested. Now 
suddenly out of the blue this man 
that she hadn’t even spoken to half 
an hour ago was doing it. She tried 
to control herself but couldn’t. He 
brought her off in about two 
minutes flat. 

That evening Julie went round 
to his house. After going home to 
tea but not being able to eat a 
thing from excitement, and then 
telling her mother she had to go 
out and see Mandy. Mr Sedley also 
had a back way into his house so 
that you didn’t have to be seen by 
everyone. It wasn’t such a big 
house as Mr Telford, more the size 
of her own. But Julie wasn’t 
noticing the house, it was Mr 
Sedley filling her mind and making 
it spin round and round. Mr Sedley 
and what he was going to do. 

This time she wasn’t mistaken, 
not like with Mr Telford. Mr 
Sedley did it all right. Up in his 
bedroom, in the bed. The whole 
thing. He said, ‘I know you really 
want to,’ and Julie didn’t exactly 
say no. She didn’t in fact say 
anything, she was too trembly and 
feeling like she was going to faint. 
But she didn’t faint and he did do 
it. it hurt maybe just a bit, but the 
fantastic feeling that she had 
actually done it made that seem 
like nothing. 

At home she went straight 
away up to her room and got out 
her diary. She wrote ‘French 

homework’ — that was for Mr 

Telford and his spanking. Then 
underneath, with a _ trembling 
hand, she added ‘Extra French 
Homework’. And carefully added 
four exclamation marks. 
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For the third time, he opened 
door of the cupboard under the 
stairs, where the shoes were kept 
and took out one of the whi 
Fo) bbeotsce) ofcw hia beleand oles yoru aml oF-(elur-Wlo) F:1el¢ 
rubber sole which was. slightl 
serrated. Nettie’s of course 
were other shoes in the cupboar 
High-heeled ones. Amazing to thin! 
she was old enough to wear such 
things now. It seemed only 
yesterday that the girl was 13 or 1 
now she was 17. Quite a yo 
woman, too, for they seem 
develop much faster these day 


He patted the shoe on the palm of 
his hand, aware that it would hurt 
like Hell if it were laid on hard. It 
had been done to him several times 

p at school when he had been wearing 
only thin running shorts and he 

could still recall the deep blazing 

pain. 

-, lhe point was, should he or 

ould he not use it? . i 










® no doubt. His mind went back to 
the meetin 
said, ‘what this country needs is a 
eturn to Victorian Values.’ 
' ‘Does she include Victorian 
overty?’ he asked. He intended to 
fe) Colts) B) om jx 
“No, of course not.’ Shatp ske 
had been. ‘She, and I, are tak 
about discipline.’ Then, lowerin 
voice. ‘I might as wel 
_.. Charles, I had to use: so 
on your step-dau 
absence.’ i 


little shocked. 
nothing against 
naught 
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whatsoever for 
fortnight.’ es 
‘Slippering, you’ 
never.’ He’d though 
had intrigued hifn 
him as well. The i 
brought up sha 
satisfying. : 
‘She was 0 
man of hers and 
by ten. Instead, 


young life wh 
she found herself overn 
her knickers down.. 

‘Knickers down?’ Amazing! 
‘and getting a leather si 











word...yes...that musg 
shock.’ The more i 


Alice, the girl’s Aunt, had ‘been 


admit, he positively enjoyed the idea 
Co) au harm D)b untae) (ols oat-0 ams ola st-\oUn<y-5 (6 Ono) 
himself suddenly. Well, not all that 
old, actually. Only just past forty. 
“She came in on time every night 
after that,’ Alice had said, patting 
him on his knee. ‘Take my advice, 
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some...’ 

Well, now the ‘moment of truth’ 
was at hand. That evening he had 
stated firmly to Nettie that, from 
now on, she was to be in by ten thirty 
at the latest. What with so many 
muggers and rapists about, it wasn’t 
safe after that. 

‘Oh Dad, don’t be silly. I can look 
after myself.’ She had always called 
him Dad. 

‘Maybe — but you’ll do as I say.’ 

Well, she hadn’t. So either he 
put Aunt Alice’s theory into practice 
that very evening, or he never 
would. He felt the tingling of his 
nerves. It would do the girl no harm, 
he told himself. Indeed, it would do 
her good. Make her more obedient. 
Yes...all those things. But, in his 
heart of hearts, Charles knew that, 
above all, he wanted to do it. 

He closed the cupboard door. 
The plimsoll_ was still in his hand. 
Slowly he went up-the stairs. It was 
just gone midnight and the girl had 
only been in ten minutes, so she 
wouldn’t be asleep. 


* * * * 


Dad...this is a surprise! Is there 
something wrong?’ She was 
sitting on her dressing-table stool, 
wearing a pale pink nightie. Very 
much a younger version of her 
mother. Poor Sylvia. He wondered if 
she would have approved. 

‘I’m afraid there is, Nettie,’ he 
said gravely, seeing the sudden 
flicker of her eyes to the shoe in his 
hand. Those eyes opened wider; she 
looked suddenly scared. Well, she 
should. ‘I told you to be in by ten 
thirty. And you _ deliberately 
disobeyed me. Like you did your 
Aunt Alice.’ 

‘The...the buses were...were all 
running late...’ 

‘Don’t give me that.’ She was 
standing up now, her burgeoning 
young ffigure clearly outlined 
through the diaphonous garment. 
Without a bra her breasts looked a 
good deal larger. Stop thinking like 
that, he told himself sharply. Think 
of her as you daughter. But she 
wasn’t his daughter. She was 
Sylvia’s daughter. Not his. He felt a 
throbbing in his temples. ‘And you 
know what Aunt Alice did to you 
when you got home late.’ 

A gasp; a hand to the mouth. 
Eyes even wider now. ‘Oh no...no... 
you w-wouldn’t...’ 

“Wouldn’t I’ He was moving fast 
across the room now and she was 
backing away. ‘You are a naughty, 
disobedient girl and you are not yet 
of age. It’s my duty to teach you 
to behave. It’s for your own good...’ 
Pompous twit! 

‘No...no...you can’t! Not at my 
age. It...It’s not r-right!’ 
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Then he had suddenly got hold of 
her. Feeling the thinness of her 
nightie, the warmth and softness of 
her body. He felt a sudden stab of 
envy for whoever the current 
boyfriend was. She wasn’t a girl any 
more, she was a woman. 

‘It’s no use struggling, Nettie. 
Im going to give you the spanking 
you deserve.’ Actually, he was quite 
enjoying her struggles. ‘I should 
have done it long ago.’ 

‘Stop it...stooo...coppp...it...you 
musn’t!’ 

He twisted round, swinging the 
girl with him, falling back on to the 
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dressing-table stool. It gave a 
horrible cracking sound, but held 
him. Nettie was across his knees; he 
was clamping her waist. She was 
kicking and twisting like mad but he 
was far too strong for her. 
‘Don’t...oohh...don’t...don’t...’ 
“You deserve this, young lady!’ 
He could see the swelling softness of 
her flesh through the pink material. 
The temptation was too great. Well, 
Aunt Alice had given it to pee os 
bare, hadn’t she? To ~ 


accompaniement of a wailing < see 


he pulled the nightie up hi, 
up to the waist. Ther 


naked, the soft flesh all a-quiver. 

Up went the slipper...and down it 
came — hard — falling full across 
the buttock cheek furthest from him. 

Sspplllaaattt! 

The sound was loud in that small 
room and so was the girl’s breathless 
yelp. Lucky we’re double-glazed, he 
thought. A pink splodge, outlined 
like the shape of the shoe now 
glowed over the white flesh. With 
relish, he brought the plimsoll down 
again, this time on the cheek nearest 
to him. 

‘Yyeee...coowww...stop it...st... 
stop it!’ 

‘Don’t be a silly girl!’ he almost 
laughed. ‘I’ve only just started on 
you, Nettie’ 

Right cheek...left cheek. My 
God, how it made that young bottom 
bounce! A free right hand came 
flying back to try and stop the 
blazing whacks_ descending but he 
was quick enough to-grab the wrists 
without losing his grip about the 
girl’s waist. Once more that soft, 
young bottom was unprotected. 
Once more it got resounding whacks 
on both cheeks. Cheeks which were 
changing from pink to red. 

Again...again! Again...again! 

She was yelling blue murder, 
legs kicking and splaying as she 
twisted and turned. Oh yes, she was 
a young woman alright. No doubt of 
that at all! 

How many should he give her? 
Another half dozen? Or a dozen 
perhaps? He must make it truly 
memorable. He changed the 
direction of his attacks wielding the 
rubber-soled plimsoll so that it fell 
across the centre of both buttock 
cheeks simultaneously. 

Oh she didn’t like that! Not one 
little bit. It made her bounce and 
squirm and kick even more violently. 
He kept laying the shoe on the same 
place and she really howled. 

What a colour that juddering 
bottom was now! A bright, vivid red 
all over but...brightest of all at it’s 
very centre where the plimsoll kept 
falling so relentlessly. Now she 
wasn’t only yelling, she was sobbing 
uncontrollably. More like a child than 
an adult. 

Suddenly he stopped. There was 
a singing in his head; his ears were 
ringing from her repeated yells. His 
forehead was damp and he was 


“prickling under the armpits. Had he 


overdone it? He looked down at the 
bare bottom right before him. Its 


flesh still clenched and quivered 


incessantly. It was, he thought, like 


two big pink blancmanges set side 
by side on a table. A table which 
som one wa ogging. 








The sobs were 





more obedient 


Soin silence 





in future, Nettie,’ he heard himself 
saying. His throat felt rather dry. 
Why hadn’t he done this long ago? 
The girl had been playing him up 
ever since she was 16..Thank the 
Lord for Aunt Alice. 

“Mmmnfff...I hate you...’ 

‘One day you'll thank me,’ he 
said complacently. ‘For keeping you 
on the straight and narrow.’ 

‘N-never..ohhh...could you?’ she 
moaned. ‘I...!m not a kid...’ 

You can say that again, he 
thought. He had made no attempt to 
pull down her nightie. Then, on the 
dressing table, he caught sight of an 
open jar of cold cream which she 
must have been using. He dipped in 
his fingers and began to smooth the 
gooey whiteness over reddened 
flesh. She shrieked at its cold 
impact. How hot that flesh was! He 
dipped in again and went on 
applying the soothing ointment. This 
time, she didn’t shriek. It must be 
helping her, soothing. The sobs 

_ grew softer and became little moans. 
he applied more and more 









perfectly natural, of course. It 
brought back memories, though. 

The little moans were becoming 
sighs... 

His hand went on caressing and 
kneading gently. My God, that felt 
very good. He would have to watch 
himself. This was getting ridiculous! 

“Oooh...that’s nice...” he heard 
her say softly. ‘Mmmm...so...nice’ 

Incredible! 

The ointment was all gone but his 
hand went on with its work. 


* * * * 


It was precisely a week later that 
Nettie came in late again. But this 
time only a quarter of an hour after 
time. 

‘T’m sorry, Dad,’ she said, 
coming into the sitting room. ‘It 
really was the bus this time.’ 

‘So, you es a time!’ 

“Yes...well.. sorry, Dad... 
but, it really isn * ey fault.’ 

‘You should have started back 
earlier,’ he said coolly, putting aside 
his evening paper.’ He _ was 
beginning to feel the adrenalin flow. 

‘D-Dad...oh —_—Dad..not the 








s-slipper again!’ 

‘Didn’t like that, did you, my 
eine. 

‘Oh Dad...plee...asse!’ 

Charles pondered. Fifteen 
minutes wasn’t all that late. Still, he 
wasnt going to let the girl off. ‘I 
think just a straightforward spanking 
might be the answer on _ this 
occasion.’ 

‘Oo-hh...Dad!’ 

“Up you go. Have your bath, then 
Till be up to deal with you right 
away. She was pouting and weepie 
already, just like Sylvia used to be 


_ when she didn’t get her way. Rather 


sweet! 


* * es 


Some twenty minute 
though he had been far less s 
with his step-daughter on this 
Occasion, Charles had decided that 
spanking her by hand was far more 
rewarding than giving her the 
slipper espera with the sound of 

the 











Bill Jackson had done something he didn’t normally do. 

Ns (MoteVele cl ccielt-Vicl otal sasteWdat-M-vae-saeole) eM @lUbiC-H-Wl-taer-Mo) ole 
too. He didn’t approve, but he’d done it. Herbert Porter, 
Head of the Comprehensive, was due at five o’clock...and 
he would be bringing Bill’s elder daughter, Rita, with him. 
In view of what he had already been told — and what he 
anticipated — Bill Jackson needed a bit of immoral 
i010) fo a ate SoM uat-MUtr-\emoy ml er-Viar-Maltoolo)(-s0a0) Ko) acre) col om 

How could Rita have behaved so? She seemed such a nice 
innocent girl. Friendly, yes, but not...not sexy. Bill 
Jackson’s mind reeled away from the thought of those 
secret meetings in the changing room when it seemed...so 








unWelemebly. : 

couldn’t quite imagine his Rita doing anything like that. 
He still thought of her as a kid. It was indecent. Must have 
been the boys’ fault. Bill Jackson felt suddenly weepy. 
Ridiculous at his age. Must be the drink. But why didn’t 
his wife come home? She could have handled this kind of 
situation far better. As it was, it seemed he had to rely on 
Herbert Porter. 

Mark you, he seemed to have done a very good job on 
Pam. The girl had been positively polite and respectful 
ever since that plimsoll-whacking he’d given her. There 
must be something in it. If you went soft on youngsters, 








into his house. The Head ushered the girl forward and Bill 
Jackson noticed he was carrying a long canvas bag of the 
kind used to hold cricket bats or hockey sticks. Perhaps it’s 
Rita’s, he thought. How very gentlemanly! 

Into the front room again. ‘Can I offer you anything, 
Mr Porter.’ 

‘No thank you, Mr Jackson. Not at the moment.’ Rita 
had slumped back on the sofa, showing a quite astonishing 
amount of long white thigh under a short skirt. Can this be 
my daughter, he asked himself almost desperately? 
Suddenly she seemed to have changed. After what the 
Head had said, of course. Bill Jackson had a momentarily 
obscene picture of those thighs open wide. He managed to 
shut it off. 

‘I have informed you of the facts of this matter, Mr 
Jackson.’ 

‘Yes...’ Good God...it was like having to deal with 
Hercule Poirot. Bill felt he needed yet another drink but 
sat up straighter instead. ‘You’re sure of them, I 
suppose?’ 

‘Quite.’ A thin, almost sneering, smile. He glanced at 
the long-lounging girl. ‘Your daughter might give you 
confirmation...’ 

It was Bill who felt shame as he looked at his daughter; 
he didn’t truly want to look her in the eye. Why was it that 
he felt guilty? He saw her pale, high cheekboned features, 
delicate yet somehow strong. It was the eyes that worried 
him most. They were uncaring. Hardly bothering to look at 
him. ‘It’s alright, Dad,’ she said, ‘I was unlucky. I got 
found out.’ 

The implication was obvious. She was not the only one. 
Was it true? ‘Being undiscovered does not make the action 
any less reprensible,’ intervened the Headmaster. ‘In any 
event...’ The voice positively boomed. ‘I resent this 
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implied slur on my other sixth-formers!’ 

Bill noticed a faint twisting of his daughters lips. 
Where did the truth lie? Did it matter anyway? Had not his 
daughter openly admitted behaving in a flagrantly 
disgraceful fashion? Yes, she had...and he knew what his 
wife would have done under similar circumstances. He felt 
suddenly angry. Possibly he was slightly drunk. 

‘Very well, Headmaster,’ he said, ‘I think I’d better 
leave this matter in your hands.’ He noticed that Herbert 
Porter’s expression did not change one iota but a kind of 
smug satisfaction almost physically oozed from the man. 

‘I think that’s sensible, Mr Jackson,’ he nodded. 
‘Would you...er...want to be present on this occasion.’ 

‘No...no...I1 don’t think that’s necessary.’ The idea of 
seeing his elder daughter being walloped by this man was 
suddenly abhorrent to him. Mind you, she deserved it. 
Qh, didn’t she just! It was simply that he didn’t want to - 
watch it. Perhaps he was a bit of a coward. 

‘Very well, Rita...I think perhaps we should go up.’ 
Herbert Porter rose from his chair, picking up the canvas 
case he had brought with him. 

‘Dad...do you think this is right...’ Hazel eyes were 
hard upon him. They looked so different to those child-like 
eyes of early teens. 

‘Yes...I do,’ he answered, close to tears. ‘You...you 
have been a very naughty girl.’ 

With something like a snort, Rita stood up. ‘Come on 
then,’ she said, ‘let’s go up and get it over with.’ Long- 
limbed, she strode almost arrogantly towards the door. 

‘You...you’ll not be too hard?’ Bill Jackson still 
seemed in two minds. , 

‘No harder than necessary,’ said the Headmaster. He 
inclined his head and followed the tall blonde through the 
door. 


Rita’s bedroom was a little larger than Pam’s but it 
was equally, and practically furnished. Herbert Porter 
closed the door firmly. He turned and noticed the key. 
Might as well. He locked the door...then put down his 
canvas case. 

‘I think I and your father have made up our minds 
about this matter. It has to be dealt with.’ 

‘You have made up your mind.’ There was a defiance 
in the jut of that young jaw. ‘Dad’s got no say. Never had.’ 

‘That’s a pity,’ said Herbert Porter. ‘It might have 
been better if he’d had more say earlier.’ He unzipped his 
case. ‘I hope you understand, Rita, on account of your 
licentious behaviour, I am going to cane you.’ 

‘So you told me before. That’s what you want, is it?’ 

‘It’s what you deserve,’ replied Herbert. His features 
went into their sternest. ‘You have treated my school as a 
whore-house. I cannot imagine what the Authorities would 
say, if they knew!’ 

‘Can’t you?’ The pale, young face was not only insolent 
but confident as well. Intolerably aggravating. God, these 
little bitches! 

‘Rita...I hope you understand how serious this is?’ 

‘Serious? Don’t know what you mean.’ 

‘Your father is very upset about...about...what 
has happened.’ 

‘Think so? The poor, old sod hasn’t known his arse 
from his elbow since Mum left.’ 

‘Rita! That’s no way to speak of your father.’ Privately, 
Herbert Porter thought the girl showed a considerable 
amount of acumen. 

‘Sorry...Sir...’ She doesn’t look in the slightest bit 
sorry, thought Herbert. He unzipped the case he had 
brought. There, alongside games equipment lay the pale 
yellow cane. It was an object he would have loved to be 


able to hang permanently in his study. As a warning. A 
final deterrent. But that was forbidden by law. Ah well, 
there were always means of getting round the law. He took 
out the cane. 

‘You will take off your skirt and your knickers, Rita,’ he 
said firmly, ‘and you will bend over the end of your bed. I 
intend to give you a dozen with this.’ The cane swished. 

‘You’re a right bastard, aren’t you?’ The hazel eyes 
were now not only defiant but contemptuous as well. That 
made Herbert even more angry. 

‘If you use any more of that kind of language,’ he 
managed to say evenly, ‘I’ll give you another half dozen.’ 

The tall blonde swallowed nervously. This was a pretty 
testing time. But she reckoned she might be able to handle 
it. After all, she had her own life to lead. 

‘Let’s start with six,’ said the gangling girl. She had 
dropped her grey skirt to reveal a tight-cling pair of multi- 
coloured panties. A mound bulged provocatively; there 
were wisps of dark pubs. 

‘Are you trying to dictate to me?’ 

A smirk. ‘Maybe...’ Those briefs slid down and down 
those long, long thighs. Herbert Porter gulped. This was a 
woman rather than a girl. ‘We’ll start with six,’ repeated 
Rita. 

‘Alright then...’ Herbert the Head felt suddenly out of 
control. ‘But, in the end, it’s twelve you’re going to get.’ 
How much easier it had been with Pam, he reflected. 

‘Oh...are you?’ Good Lord, this girl...this woman... 
really had a lot going for her. No wonder the boys were 
after her. Herbert watched her bend at the end of the bed 
and bury her face into a coverlet. ‘Do what you want then,’ 
she said. 

Herbert gazed upon a provactively up-thrusting bum. 
White and swelling deeply divided. Mmm...yes...oh yes. 
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It seemed, in a way, to be challenging him. ‘I cannot abide 
wickedness in young girls,’ he said. 

‘Get on with it...’ 

My God, she really was a saucy little piece! Despite 
everything, still cheeking him and, in a way, defying his 
authority. ‘Twelve,’ he said. 

SSIK..-: 

‘Alright, six to start with.’ Herbert, pillar of society, 
Master of a couple of hundred teenagers, saw a pair of soft 
white buttocks blench. He lashed his cane down, raising a 
lo} a ej olammersbavabelemnr/-x-1 bums Me\-Mosta lm) oibColo(-sx-toMmuslo)(-Joldlvmmmer-lla 
twisting over, but made scarcely a sound. Herbert Porter 
was impressed. At one of his earlier schools — for boys — 
he’d known many a lad leap up yelling after a cut 
like that. 

‘Bastard...’ Herbert distinctly heard the word. 

He lashed down harder. Again the girl twisted 
involuntarily, but she made scarcely any sound above a 
gasp. ‘I’ve warned you, Rita,’ he said, ‘any more 
bad language, and you’ll get extra.’ 

‘Bastard...’ she said. 

The cane lashed twice in quick succession. Herbert 
Porter was really angry. He didn’t like being defied. 
Especially by sprauncy teenagers. He was glad to note 
how uncontrolably the girl writhed under his cuts...and 
to hear the thin whinnying whimpers those cuts produced. 
He began to get the idea he was winning. 

Another cut. Then another. 

‘Yeeeeooowww....oowww....yeeee!’ Oh yes, now he 
was making her realise what a caning was all about! Six 
flaming bands encircled two lush white globes. Saucy, 
provocative globes, Herbert thought. But globes 
now tamed. 

‘That’s six,’ he said, almost gloatingly. He had to 
admit he was enjoying dealing with this sexy young 
upstart. ‘Six more to come.’ 

‘That’s what you think...’ Rita had got to her feet and 
now shimmied seductively towards the perspiring cane- 
holder. ‘There is another way out...’ 

‘Really?’ Herbert Porter found himself perspiring even 
more freely. ‘Really?’ His zip was being pulled down! 

‘Yes, Mr Porter. There is another way. And it is a way 
you are going to take.’ 

‘R-really? Me?’ 

‘Yes...you...Mr Porter.’ He felt himself siezed... 
gripped. He felt himself swelling. Growing. And 
capitulating. 

‘If you s-say so...yes...well...if that’s alright...’ 

‘It’s alright by me, Herbert...you creep...’ 
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‘Say ‘thank you, Miss Jackson’...’ 

‘Ooohhh...aahhh...thank you...M-Miss...J-Jackson...’ 

‘You’ll never...ever...cane me again, will you 
Herbert?’ 

‘No...no...never...n-never...’ 


* * * * 


‘I hope she was suitably contrite, Mr Porter. Realised 
how naughty she had been?’ 

‘Ah yes, I think we can say that, Mr Jackson.’ Another 
of those thin, enigmatic smiles. ‘She’s sleeping now. 
Getting over it.’ 

“You...you were pretty severe then? I mean...’ 

‘Severe enough. She’ll be a better girl in the future. 
Mmmm...yes...I’m pretty sure of that. Now that, if I may 
say so, she is more under my control. Yes?’ 

‘Oh yes, Mr Porter. As long as they both grow up 
to be good girls. That’s all I want. And, I can see, I shall 
need your help, Mr Porter.’ 

‘You’ll get it. Oh, have no fear, Mr Jackson... 
you'll get it. I have the welfare of both your daughters 
at heart.’ 

‘I’m so pleased. I feel you have taken a weight off my 
shoulders.’ 


‘I may have to call again, you understand? If their 
behaviour is not as it should be.’ 

‘Oh yes, I understand...yes...yes...’ Mr Bill Jackson 
poured his guest another glass of sherry. He was truly 
grateful. 

Yet, poor old sod, he hadn’t the faintest clue as to what 





was going on! 

Not, at least, till his daughter Rita — two years later — 
became the youngest wife of any Headmaster they’d ever 
had at the Comprehensive. Pam, it must be said, was a 
most willing Bridesmaid. 
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You were made to stand in the corner. Both before — 
and afterwards. It was so humiliating. Just as if you were a 
kid of ten when, in fact, in another year you’d legally be an 
adult. A woman; even if only a young woman. 

She never quite knew which was worse. Before or 
after. Before was mentally nerve-racking, knowing it was 
all still to come, but at least you still had all your clothes 
- on. Afterwards there was the physical pain. Burning and 
throbbing, the skin seeming to have shrunk. The only 
comfort was the knowledge that it was all over, once 
again. There was then, though the added humiliation of 
exposure. That was almost the worse part of all. Almost. 
Because the pain of actually getting the cane had to be 
paramount. : 

Now it was before; she was waiting. As ever, never 
knowing how long she was going to have to wait. That was 
deliberate she realised. 2 
~- Sometimes the telephone on his desk rang and she 
would hear him answer in that low, soft voice of his. 
Strange he should have a voice like that; one which might 
be-described as comforting. Sometimes there would come 
a knock on the door and whoever it was would be given 
permission to ‘Enter’. She hated those knocks most of all, 
knowing the visitor’s eyes would fasten on her first and, of 
course, recognise her. Word would have got around and it 
_ wouldn’t be difficult to conjure up some excuse to call in at 
his study. ; 

‘Those exam results you were asking about, Head.’ 

‘Thank you, Mr Maltby. Just put them on my desk, will 
you. No, not there. In the tray.’ 
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‘Sorry...’ Then something being said in a low voice; 

something she could not hear. She felt herself seem to 
flush all over, guessing it would be about her. 

‘Just leave that decision in my hands, Mr Maltby.’ A 

tone of dismissal, thank goodness. The door opened and 














closed. She went on waiting, staring mindlessly at the 
involved floral pattern of the wallpaper, feeling the 
shivering within her. Oh why didn’t he get on with it? One 
part of her seemed to be begging that he would, yet 
another equally strong, was praying that he would never 
start. 

Yet he would start, sooner or later. Once he’d come to 
a decision, he never changed it. 

Oh God...another knock! ‘Enter...’ 

‘Morning, Head, and a lovely one, too, isn’t it?’ It was 
that old cow, Miss Brandon — the one who had caught her 
at it. Oh how she hated her. Smug, superior, uncaring, 
unattractive. ‘Ah, who have we here, Tracy, isn’t it?’ 

‘Just so, Miss Brandon. Was there something?’ 

‘Err...well, it can wait for the time being. May I say 
before I go, I think you have come to the right decision.’ 

‘Indeed, Miss Brandon? It is kind of you to say so.’ 
That tone of dismissal again. Once more she heard the 
door open and close. Thank the Lord that old faggot had 
gone. She felt her nerves tingling; her cheeks felt hot. It 
couldn’t be long now. It couldn’t be. 

How many? She tried not to think about that, but 
couldn’t stop herself. This wasn’t the first time, so it had 
to be worse. She remembered the six. The scars had 
stayed far longer in her mind than they had over her © 
bottom. Six had been bad enough; this time it would be — 
worse. She shivered and bit her lips, trying not to cry. 

How long? Oh how 
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It had been so long that she had the absurd notion he 
had forgotten about her. The backs of her thighs and 
calves had begun to ache. Her stomach rumbled. It was 
the tension. Only that maddening wallpaper remained the 
same. She heard rustling sounds, then a drawer opening 
and closing. The tension increased. 

‘You may come to my desk now, Tracey.’ A voice that 
was still calm and kindly even as it uttered the summons 
(longed for, yet so much dreaded). Nerves which had been 
tingling, now flared. Her scalp felt as if it were surrounded 
by a swarm of bees, buzzing in her ears. As she turned on 
aching limbs which now felt rubbery, she saw him go to 
the door and turn the key. There was a horrible finality 
about that. He had not forgotten her; there would be no 
changing of his mind. The cane, she saw, fear stabbing 
her suddenly, already lay on the top of his desk. It must 
have been produced when the drawere had been opened 
and closed. 

‘You have been caned before, of course, Tracy.’ He 
had come back and was standing on his side of the desk, 
yet his voice seemed to be coming from much further off. 

‘Yes, Sir.’ Her throat was dry and her own voice loud 
in her head. 

‘Then you will know the procedure.’ His stubby fingers 
were pressing to a sheet of paper on the desk-top. ‘This is 
a repetition of a former offence. Smoking in a lavatory 
after Lights Out is bad enough but the repetition makes it 
more serious.’ The buzzing of the bees seemed louder; he 
felt sticky. And slightly sick. There came another knock on 
the door; one which was unanswered. Would whoever it 
was remain there? Listening? ‘For that first offence, 
Tracy, I gave you six strokes of the cane. Obviously they 
did not make sufficient impression on you...’ 

‘Oh yes, Sir...yes!’ 

A hand raised, eyebrows too. ‘The facts speak for 
themselves, Tracey. This time, I am going to give you 
twelve strokes...’ 

‘Oooh...oh please...no...I’m s-sorry, Sir...please.’ She 
thought she might wet herself before she was given 
permission to leave the room. They were always allowed to 
do that before it began. 

‘As well you might be, Tracey. Smoking is a filthy 
habit and disobedience will certainly not be tolerated here. 
Let me inform you of one final thing. If you are ever caught 
smoking again, you will be caned even more severely — 
then, subsequently, you will be expelled.’ 

The threat more or less passed over her head. The 
future was of little concern; it was here and now that 
mattered. Twelve! Oh, how was she going to endure it? 
The memory of Maggie sobbing all night came into her 
fevered mind. She’s had twelve. They’d all seen the weals 
when doing gym a couple of days later. 

‘I...’ll never smoke again,’ she said. ‘I’ve given up.’ 
Desperate and ridiculous. 

“You may leave the room, Tracy.’ 


* * * * * * 


She had sat on the lavatory far longer than necessary, 
feeling the coldness of her bottom — something she would 
not feel again for many, many painful hours — trying to 
summon enough courage to return. Oh why couldn’t she 
be taken suddenly ill? With appendicitis, say? He 
wouldn’t be able to do anything then. She had covered her 
face in her hands and prayed for appendicitis. Was it 
sacrilegious to pray whilst sitting on a lavatory? 

Now she was back in the study. Trembling inwardly 
and outwardly. He had the cane in his hands, rubbing 
those stubby fingers along it. There was a solemn look 
on his face. ‘You’ve been a long time. I haven’t all day, 
you know, Tracy. I’ve a school to run. Prepare yourself 
___ without delay.’ 

- repare yourself. You had to take your knickers off and 
ce them on his desk. Blue serge knickers. Perhaps it 


















































was thoughtsthey obsorbed some of the sting. Perhaps 
they did; no one ever had the chance to find out. She 
pushed down her knickers and: stepped out of them, 
placing them, folded, on his desk. Next you had to.tuck the 
back of your gym-slip into the cloth belt around your waist. 
Fumbling, feeling even stickier, she managed it. Again 
she felt that coldness of her. bare bottom. It felt so 
unprotected, so helpless. She wanted to scream, she 
wanted to run, but did neither, simply standing there 
dumbly. 

It was about to happen. 

Slowly, a sob shaking her, she bent and touched her 
toes, the cold flesh of her buttocks tautening. Tears of 
anguished self-pity came into her eyes. 

She heard a rustling sound and gritted her teeth. There 
was a sudden high-pitched ‘Wwhhiirr’ and then the awful, 
awful blaze of pain across her naked flesh. 

Worse — far worse — than she had remembered! 
Worse — far worse — than she had been imagining 
during the last hour or so! She was up in an instant, hands 
pressing to that encircling streak of torment as she danced 
a small pavanne of pain in front of his desk. 

-Impossible! Impossible to endure twelve like that! 

‘Bend over again, Tracy. And don’t take too long about 
it.’ That voice still calm and kindly. But firmer now. 

‘O-oh...I can’t...don’t m-make me..’ 

‘Don’t be ridiculous, Tracy. Your behaviour has earned 
you acaning and you’re going to get it. Bend over!’ 

She bent, every fibre of her crying out in protest, knees 
‘sagging, bottom twisting. How could they do this to her, 
how could they? Once more came the ‘Wwhhiirrr’; once 
more came that intolerable pain. In an instant, she was up 
and away...gasping and yelping. Still ten more. It was not 
believable. Last time, surely, it had not been so bad? Was 
it because she had been made to wait so long or because 
he was laying it on harder? ; 

‘Mmmmmff...uurrr...please...I’d do anything...’ 

“Bend over again, Tracy.’ What had she meant when 
she had said that? She knew of course. The shame of 
exposure was already gone, as was the shame of offering. 
There was only one thing of the utmost urgency. And that 
was that the pain should stop. She sobbed from deep down 
inside as she bent over. 

Again it came. Biting agonisedly. Intolerable, yet 
having to be tolerated. Did she truly deserve it? Good 
God; of course, she did not! Yet she had known the Rules, 
been aware of the Penalty. She had taken a chance. 

Never again! 

‘Bend over, Tracy. You are beginning to try my 
patience. Previously, I had the impression you were a girl 
with a certain amount of...of...courage.’ 

‘B-but...but...it hurts s-so...00...’ 

‘Is that so? What else would you expect punishment to 
do?’ Another ‘Wwhhirrr’, another breath-robbing 
encirclement. Up she came, hands flying back.. twisting, 
turning, ‘Oww-owwing’ uninhibitedly. 

‘Sir...sir..I’ll never smoke a-again...never!’ 

‘I hope not, Tracey. That would be very foolish of you. 
Bend over, please.’ As kindly as ever in tone. And as 
relentless. 

It was not yet even half over. How could she endure it? 
She made herself bend again, knees buckling. ‘Legs 
straight, girl!’ She was halfway straightened when the 
fifth stroke whiplashed across her. She found herself 
kneeling onthe floor, sobbing uncontrolably; face into the 
carpet. This was too much. Too much. 

It was a good minute before she found the will and the 
strength to get up and bend over yet again. She was 
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Weeping unrestrainedly. Never, never, had she remotely 
thought it would be quite as bad as this. Never, never, she 
told herself, will I break their.stupid rules again. It.was.a 
bitter moment. For she realised, with momentary clarity, 
why she was being punished. It was — simply — to force 
her to make that resolution. 

Oh bitter...bitter... 

The sixth stroke had her sinking to the floor again. 
Blind with tears, choking with heaving sobs. Yet she was 
only halfway! She couldn’t stand another six like that. She 


simply couldn’t! 


“You may have a little rest now, Tracy,’ came that 
kindly voice. 


* * * * * * 


The traffic outside the Head’s study that morning was 
heavy. There was plenty of knowing nods, a smile or two, 
a wink. That Tracy was getting what she deserved. Pity it 
was not being done more openly. Still, silently, heads 
could be lowered, ears pressed to the door — and most 
satisfying sounds received. It was not fair to linger too 
long, of course. Others who happened to be passing that 
Way at that particular time, should be allowed a hearing. 

But now silence had fallen. Was it all over? Even 
though there was sobbing still? Perhaps it would be best 
to get back.to one’s class; better not to be observed for too 
long taking»too great an interest. Just something ‘en 
passant’; all part of school tradition. 

Figures flitted away. Some, more determined, 
remained. Yet, asthe silence continued, they too drifted 
off. After all, it was possible that, in due time, one might 
become Head oneself. Well worth waiting for. 


* * * * * * 


‘Th-thank you,. sir...for...for giving me..er...er..for 
giving me...no more than s-six...’ 

She was standing demurely, head lowered, glowing 
inwardly. If only her bottom did not feel like the bars of an 
electric fire. Her knickers still lay neatly on the Head’s 
desk. 

‘There came a point,’ he said softly, ‘when I decided, 
since | was using a far heavier cane than last time, that six 
was enough.’ 

Aaahhhh...so that was it. That was why it had hurt so 
much. A far heavier cane. Like her knickers, it still lay on 
his desk, not looking very much different from the one he 
had used on her previously. She simply had to take his 
word for it. Then, of course, when you thought about it 
honestly, there could very well have been another reason 
why he had thought six would suffice on that occasion. 

The first inkling had come when his flabby hand had 
caressed, most gently, the throbbing weals raised over her 
poor, poor bottom. She had gasped but sensed he had 
meant to be kind. ‘I don’t like to have to punish you, 
Tracy’ he had said. “You understand that?’ 

‘I. lm not sure, Sir...’ 

‘Think aboutit, Tracy.’ 

She had thought about it. About that roving hand...and 
six more still to come. She began to understand. Well, in 
her earlier torment, she’d said she’d do anything. 


‘I...I don’t want you to do a-anything you don’t like, 
Sir,’ she had said, managing the very tiniest of smiles. 

‘I’m glad about that, Tracy,’ had said the Head. Then 
he had opened the drawer of his desk and put the cane 
away. : 
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the agsrieved party 





‘Right — let’s get on with it!’ 
MMar-mer-]at-mil->.<-co Ml lal-Wnal-lar-(elale Mr-1aee 
was released and sprang back to 
quiver whippily. 

The. girl’s’ blue-green eyes 
flashed — a mingling of fear and 
defiance. 

‘But, dad...surely not now... 
not with Mr Gordon here!’ It was a 
alate Meyam o)(-x-Lol late Me l-1-j OPM el-]alal-mxel e| 
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shall be witness... 





not bother to mention her sister, 
Rosie; at 16 almost ten years 
younger than herself. It was a 
custom in their family, for as long 
as could be remembered, for each 
to be a witness of the other’s 
punishments. 

‘Mr Gordon is here because he 
is the aggrieved party in this,’ 
answered George Bowers, ‘as you 
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very well know, my girl.’ 

George nodded approvingly. 
George always thought of Joanne 
and Rosie as his actual daughters 


~ since he had been bringing them 


up since they were children. They 
were however his step-daughters, 
lalitola-ameymallcme(=y-] anu ihi-eam VII le la-to 


who had died some five years 
previously. Like himself, she had 
been a firm believer in corporal 
punishment in the home and had 
always insisted he carry it out, 
right from the earliest times. It had 
been simple spanking then but, 
Co} aler-maal-Me)(el-larel a Par-laeManle(aMl-ic-1g 
the younger girl, entered their 
teens, George had deemed it more 
lot=Yal-yi leit] mxeM-Jan) 0) (o)Var- I) I] 0) o\-1amr-1 ate | 
belt as well. Also, when the matter 
was serious, the cane. 

And this was serious! 

‘But, dad, I’m a_- grown 
woman —’ 

‘In that case, my girl, you 
should know better. Come along, 
get those clothes off. All of them!’ 

‘But...1 m-mean...in front of 
\V/ Tam Clo) go (0) a ne 

‘Joanne,’ said George Bowers 
sternly ‘as you are aware, when- 
ever | have had to use a cane on 
you, | have insisted you remove all 
your clothes. It’s part of your 
punishment. | am not changing 
that custom now. Particularly in 
this most serious case.’ 

Still the girl hesitated, glancing 
at the couch upon which the grey- 


suited, straight-backed figure of 
Mr Gordon sat. As usual, with 
sleeked-back, greying hair, he had 
F-Mevo) gaye) f-ler-1ai ame) | ham (ele) a=] ele] i malian 


‘Her sister Rosie was fidgetting 


with nervous apprehension, well 
aware that if Joanne didn’t very 
soon start doing as she was told, 
she would be earning herself some 
‘extras’. 

‘Dad? Couldn't | just keep...’ 
‘Joanne, for the last time, get 
those clothes off!’ 

Those blue-green eyes flashed 
again — now a mingling of fear 
and fury. It was outrageous that 
she, at her age, should have to do 
this — should be treated like a 
child. But what else could she do? 
Years of discipline from her step- 
ii-)4al-1eu at-lo mere) ato) id(o)at-to me \ey-lalal- Mi aice) 
a state of submissive obedience. 
However, the older she got, the 
more difficult that state was to 
endure, and the longer she stayed 
at home, with the family, the less 
she seemed likely to move out and 
mi at-liNaitalem-Mit-)a@e)mal-)aro)W aM Adali (= 
she stayed, of course — it went 
without saying -- she would be 
subject to her - step-father’s 
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discipline just as she always was. 
What bad luck it had been that Mr 
Gordon had caught her with her 
fingers in his till. All the time, 
Rlof-lalal-mcmalare(-1e-m al-(e lm ol=\-1a | alo(e) faye) 
the buttons of her light-blue 
blouse. 

With a resigned sigh, she 
removed it, not looking towards 
the couch. But that, of course, was 
the least of her worries. 

“How many are you thinking of 
fefhvdlare Mmal-\aramm-late[Ulia=ve lm \V/[am Cle)gelelae 
trying not to gaze too obviously at 
a pair of soft breasts bobbling 
about under aé_e lacey’ white 
brassiere as Joanne pushed and 
wriggled her dark blue jeans 
down. 

Wane [oy4-1 a Paar] alc\"\(=1 0-10 Mm CI-10) ge [-1 
Bowers calmly...and there was a 
gasp from Joanne.She stood, with 
jeans halfway down her limbs, 
displaying the tiniest pair of white 
briefs imaginable. So tiny, in fact, 
that curly blonde down peeped out 
from the sides of a tight V. With 
the cane, she normally got six. The 
worst she had ever had was ten. 
Six to start with, two extra for 
rudeness before the punishment 
started and two more extra for 
iraic-iaiclalaremmel/a lave mai cur] 0) e)i(er-ld (eae 
Now she was getting twelve right 
from the very start! Oh lord, 
she must make sure she didn’t get 
any extras’. 

This time it was Mr Gordon’s 
turn to nod approvingly. He 
watched the lacey brassiere being 
unfastened and removed. Those 
Yo} a ums ole) oe) late mm] 0)e)(-\-mm-) ole-lale mmole) 
and seemed to bobble even more. 
Mr Gordon swallowed hard and 
lowered his eyes. But only a little 
lower. Joanne was beginning to 
relUrjame(o\ am ealossxManilalieul (= e)a(-yice 

Perhaps conscious of the gaze, 
MS) oy-1a @oymiiavae)t-y4-\eManlelaal-laic-lal Vd 
through the girl. ‘Ohh! oh this... 
this is outrageous!’ she cried. 

molt g behaviour was 
outrageous!’ her — step-father 
snapped back instantly. ‘You've 
disgraced the family.’ 

om OlUlh<- yumm atele(ol-\o lm \V/1am Cle) ge(ola mala) 
agreement. ; 

‘Two extra for cheek,’ said 


‘George Bowers. 


of ©) p to) p mn DY-(o ied 0) (-Y- [-\- mE a To) 
Twelve is enough...surely twelve 
is enough!’ 

‘That is for me to decide.’ 

Joanne had stepped from her 
briefs and kicked them away. 
Instinctively a hand covered that 
curly-golden triangle. Her cheeks 
had suddenly become _ highly 
coloured, shame now joining her 
fury. She saw Rosie give her a 
sympathetic smile from the couch. 
She also saw the eyes of Mr 
Gordon as hard and bright as 
Fee) iis) alee el=10) 0) (=\-yan 0] ole) am at=l am 


of DY-Yo am o) (=t- 1-1-1 na 10) dV od (21-1) 
understand a little. I’m so...so 
sorry...’ 

‘| understand perfectly,’ said 
[© {-To) ge [- an = 10) -) coe 00 a=) 
behaved in a way | would never 
expect a daughter of mine to have 
behaved. Especially after the 
upbringing | have given you. But, 
_ since you have behaved in that 
way, you must suffer for it. Go to 
the chair.’ 

‘O-ohh...dad...| don't 
fo Fre |-t1-1aV,- 0 | ae 
The chair to which George Bowers 
(or-Tatom ole) i ai cctomUr-lom AL are be ef-(el.<-1o R= lale| 
of average height. A girl. five feet 
six inches high would be able to 
keep her legs dead straight as she 
bent over its back. That was what 
Joanne was going to have to do. It 
was the chair over which she had 
been punished for years longer 
than she liked to remember. Every 
punishment had been bad enough 
but to know that a virtual stranger 
was present made it doubly...no, 
trebly...worse! 

Mr Gordon’s eyes followed the 
girl as she moved towards the 
(lat-}] opm Mateysy- Mame (-1 | (or 14-1 Va efelU lated aye) 
breasts, that swinging-quivering 
loelace) gal 

She was hesitating at the back 
of the chair. She was aware that it 
had been positioned so that it was 


threequarters onto the couch. He _ 


would see everything. All of her 
‘personal parts’...and all the 
results of her caning. He saw her 
ve) UES)al lave mr-lare mm (e)ave(-1a-\o Mm] at - Wm aT-Le| 
realised how much. of her 
lake] hitat-L<-1om ekeloAUYelU] (ol ol-Mel amv (=\ 

‘Bend over Joanne, and be 
Co [UT (ol ar-] olelU ian | om Cole MY -Mell | Naxel-II I-10) 
enough already.’ 

‘Ooooh...dad...this is so 
a-awful...’ 

“Maybe...but you deserve it.’ 

With sanctimonious 
satisfaction, (7-10) go (- am = 10)'(-1 6) 
watched his step-daughter bend 
over the back of the wing-chair. All 
’ her intimacies were displayed to 
him, as they so often had been 
before. Yet, strangely one might 
think, he did not lust after her in 
the ordinary sense. He told himself 
he loved the girl and had a sense of 
righteous duty to see that she was 
brought up in what he thought of 
as a clean-living fashion. When 
she was married, it would be a 
different matter. As it was, this 
girl was still single and still living 
under-his roof. Therefore, she had 
to stick to the rules. His rules. If 
not, she must suffer for it. 

And now she was going to 
suffer. ; 

mCT-\ mV (olUl am at-y-lo mma le|aiaco(e\W aM al ie) 
the cushion. Grip the sides...’ 

‘Oh...oohhh...dad...’. Muffled 
moans came up. Rosie looked even 


more sympathetic than ever. 
Hadn't she been through it all 
laY=1 X=) | am \V/ Lem (0) me (lal (ole). ¢-Ye i r-]am cole) 
highly-coloured for his health’s 
F-] comma) (eel aiat-teci tl [at-ce mate] al mar-lare| 
Veeemaglanle)iiare m-lare im al- Manele] (oll at-)V.- 
loved to ask if he might have a 
smoke. But it did not seem quite 
the right moment to make that 
kind of request. 

In almost military style, George 
stepped to the left of his step- 
daughter's curving body. How 
tightly her thighs were pressed 
together, how snug was the crease 
between her buttocks! He tapped 
the taut flesh and saw it flinch. 
Flinch and clench. 

The hook-handled cane rose 
and then lashed down hard. It bit, 
ah yes, how it bit! There was: a 
sucking intake of breath and a 
Falvrelol-\alaremrelllh-1a lave me) mm tat- Way Vare)( = 
body. But no more. Joanne had 
been hardened over the years. Mr 
Gordon was impressed. 

The second stroke whiplashed 
down, biting an inch below the 
first. Again came that intake of 
breath and this time that curving 
bottom performed a_ bouncing- 
squirm along the back of the chair. 
As always, George was admiring 
of the girl’s fortitude. He’d given 
her two really good crackers and 
her hands had not yet left the side 
of the chair. 

Normally, Joanne would have 
been thinking...only four more to 
go. Now the whole painful 
business was but beginning. 

Cracckk! Came the third 
stroke. Then, swiftly following, 
Craaccckkkk! came the fourth. 

‘Oww...aaghh...’ Joanne had 
lost her grip and was up off the 
back of the chair. Her hands flailed 
but she managed to stop them 
pressing to her bottom as she, and 
they, so earnestly desired. It was 
something forbidden during a 
punishment. Just one more little 
family tradition! 

Strokes five and six had Joanne 
rakeyamedal haere lel iganliare mantela-Mvd(e)(-lal aha 
but kicking wildly. A succulent 
cleft widened, golden down was 
fo) ol =18) NY o) ammo | Fj 0) f-) Vim, | am C10) go (0) a iy 
forehead was now beaded with 
perspiration. She deserves it, he 
kept telling himself...yes...this 


wicked young lady deserves all she. 


ime l-iad aren 

‘You may stand up for the 
moment, Joanne,’ said her step- 
father. It seemed to him the girl 
had shown excellent fortitude so 
far; she deserved some kind of 
break. He turned to face his other 
step-daughter, Rosie. ‘You see, 
my dear, what happens to girls 
who succumb to temptation? 
‘Yes, father,” answered Rosie 
meekly. She was not envying her 


sister one little bit. Still eight 
strokes to come! Oh dear, oh dear, 
she knew just how awfully painful 
each single cut of that cane was, 
even though, up till now, she had 
(oJ a] bY =( 81-1 AV - 10 (00 | a -| | 
punishment. 

Oh that cane, it was so awful! 

Mr Gordon was examining the 
erect, i alUrele(=1a late] figure 
circumspectly. Joanne had guts 
without a doubt. She was still dry- 
eyed. Breathing fast, quivering at 
the lips, but not weeping. It 
showed the value of repetitive 
discipline. 

od \V/ [ge Clo) colo) a MPa C1-10) ge(-¥ ={0)1V(-1 6-3 
Ne Kmecierele(-lal hvaecie-latellare Malm ine) aime) i 
him. ‘| am going to make a request 
of you. Since it was you who was 
the injured party, | am going to ask 
NolU mm Comerelaaoy(-1K- MN el-lalal-Mcaer-lallare pad 

A mouth opened and _ shut, 
fete) etd alm 1,<- Fam ol-10] e) (= =\"Z 1-9 oL0] fo (=10| 
further. ‘If...if-you think that’s... 
right, Mr Bowers.’. ~~~ 

‘Oh |. do Mr Gordon...’ 

Joanne was as rigid as a statue 
FT ave Mr] (navey-y mr- toms oY-1(-¥- |W o) a{- amma Dero -Te | 
you can’t do this...to me...’ 

‘I can do what | like in my own 
latelUrs\-1ale){e PMaolU late Mat-lohVaam ={-lave Me\Y(-1 
that chair...and get ready for what 
you thoroughly deserve!’ 


Sobbing, groaning, Joanne 
bent. It had been humiliating 
rT aTo] Ufo] am Colma at-)V(- am \/ | gm [0] go (0) g] 


watching. Now...oh God...to have 
him do this! 

Holding the cane, Mr Gordon 
was actually trembling ‘through 
and through. 

‘Sh-shall | start now?’ 

“Whenever you're ready, Mr 
Gordon...’ 

Ready? My God,, wasn't he 
ready! Ready and.most eager. No 
wait...he mustn’t feel like that. 
This girl) was only getting just 
retribution. And with _ that 
compassionate thought, he lashed 
down the cane just as hard as he 
could. It sliced diagonally, raised a 
piteous shriek, and had those slim, 
filly-thighs red E-WAl are) quite 
deliciously. This was not good for 
his blood pressure. No, definitely 
not! Again the cane hissed and bit. 
‘Another’ shriek; more frantic 
contortions of those youthful 
hindquarters. It seemed _ that 
Joanne was reaching the end of 
her tether. She was about to 
fol fyel¢-le-mtar-Mr-lanli hyar-ler-lapam olei Me amr.) 
different way. 

George Bowers rose from the 
couch and removed the cane from 
Mr Gordon's trembling grasp. ‘I 
think,’ he said, ‘that this little 
matter should be concluded in 
private in a day or two’s time. 

“Yes...yes...| suppose it should 
|o-ea \V/ [a Ge) colo) a ie r-y4-to MF] olela mT] 4 
weal-striped bottom still presented 
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over the back of the wing-chair. 
Frustration twinged through him. 
He would have loved to have given 
that little darling another six. 
Loved to have made her shriek and 
twist even more violently. Still, it 
might happen yet. In a day or 
two’s time. 

‘Joanne,’ said George, ‘you 
(or-]al eLU}m\Zol0] mel (o)adal-1-M of-(e) Gola meee ol Ui a 
don’t forget we haven't finished 
with you.’ 

©) a Wumxel-[o mtol-(0 PM at-)V/-1 i am YZ0) 0] 
done enough. It was only a fiver...’ 

There was a snorting sound 
from her step-father and a derisive 
twist of the lips from Mr Gordon. 





‘Time for a quick one down at 
Oat-m=JiceMiamml-laleram-l-)<-10 mM Ci-le]gel-m 

Are [olole Mi (e|-t- Mamct- 110M \V/ 1am Clo) cole) a 

‘We might have a chance to 
discuss the rest of Joanne’s~ 
punishment.’ 

ANAM -\Y/-10 1m ol-14(-1 am (0 (-1- Pua a oo(o-Yo| 
Mr Gordon. 

Joanne, struggling back into 
jeans — made even more difficult 
on account of a hot-sore bum — 
cried softly, and began to dread 
already her bottom’s fal=yai 
encounter with Dad’s cane. 


Teatime. Mrs Hughes had got 
some very nice cream cakes in and . 
some crumpets as well so I was able 
to produce quite a lavish spread for 
my new young lady. She is as I have 
said theoretically my housekeeper, 
maid/housekeeper if you will, but 
that does not mean she cannot take 








tea with the master of the house. 
~- Certainly not; she is after all here for 
the master’ s pleasure. Perhaps 
‘companion’ would actually be a 


better term. Seventeen- -year-old 


girls I find are very partial to cream 

cakes in these dark days of shortages 
and rationing. Even when — or 

should it be especially when — = they 

are undoubtedly sitting on | 

sore bottom. 
I did not, I am pleas . 

the little back bedroom ea 
I was caning her. M 
proved sufficient for the t 
of what I thought for a fe: 
would be quite i 
provocation. : aes 

She is still my pristine young 
lady. Of course I do not know that, 
do I? All I know is that J have not. 
Not yet. I really must have a little 
chat, a cosy talk. Nowadays, so I am 
ico) (o Bam WeatZor-b ere) (al girls in our big 
cities, and of course in Tendon. can 
‘be very forward. ; 
‘Darling Jenny, tho 

have a very virginal 
delicious soft shyness. 
has now had to base he 
bottom to me. And she 
my hand. Caressing. 


















Yes I have had her Bottom and 


that heavenly item was certainly 


pristine, virginal, in terms of a 


man’s spanking hand, in terms of 
the cane. Yes, I have had that. A 
supreme, superlative experience — 
one that I-made last a good 20 
minutes, with the cane and then 
having her over my lap for smacking 
purposes. The -truth is that the 
_ pleasure was so supreme that I did 
not really wish the other. Not then, 
not today. So truthfully perhaps it 
wasn’t really self-control after all. 

I did not desperately hurt her. 
Enough to make it sting of course, a 
nice hot tingle, enough to force those 
anguished ‘Ouch’s’ from the soft 
pink lips; but nothing more than 
that. That is not to say that I don’t 
enjoy giving it to a girl really hot and 

_ strong: those cuts that make a sweet 
young creature wonder if perhaps 
she has been cut in two by the 
rattan. I dealt thus with both Susan 
and Margaret at times and no doubt 
I shall come to do it with this 
delicious Jenny too. 

But not on her first day in the 
same way that- one should not 
indulge in that other on her first day. 
We work up to those more heavy 
aspects, as we did with sweet Sue 
and Margaret. The first day is just 
the introduction — to the master’s 
hand, to his cane. Although I did for 


those few moments fear that circum-_ 


stances would force me to break that 


rule, that I would not be able to. 


resist taking all my pleasure there 
_ and then in one fell swoop. Happily, 
as I say... 
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lutions. A nice ; 
tub. Yes, they a 






aid, she might get 
er not to exert her- 
d her Jenny was : 
ell indeed. Elaine me 
















any great cries of 
aine anyway would 
1 must be beaten at 


wondered if Elaine 
else. If she thinks 
also be fucked at 
rself is well beyond 
, too weak and list- 


Ebirel naughty street boys. ‘Carnal 
knowledge’ perhaps. 

Is Elaine, upstairs with her cup of 
perhaps wondering if even now I 







partaking of-carnal knowledge of my 
delectable Jenny? me 
lam naturally not but I do permit 
myself to stroke her thigh under the 
kitchen table. Even pushing back 
that pretty blue skirt forthe purpose. —_ 
Having availed myself of full access — 
~-to her-mouth-watering bottom I need 
not now be reticent about the a 
thighs. 
Itake my hand ah to offer her 









: pronounce the word wondee 
there might be some flicker, oe Z 
sign of embarrassment. A word not 
infrequently used in certain quarters 
as a synonym for the female private 
parts. Not a coarse expression but 
equally not one that a nicely brought 
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fats is nestling 
between those hea enly thighs, hee 
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them. 

My hand comes out to aoke a 
sleep-warm cheek. And then it slides 
- down under the snug sheet to find 


one of the ripening beauties. Warm — 
bare flesh under the thin alae n 


my palm the nipple stiffens. 
breath becomes a little agitated Bee 


otherwise she lies still. My hand © 
slips over to give the other some 


attention and its nipple reacts in like 
manner. They are very choice and 


really a very good size for 17. And 


they are clearly responsive. What I 
wonder is she thinking as my fingers 
play? 
‘Time to get up,’ I tell her. ‘And 
ime for a nice wash. Perhaps I'll 
ight the fire. We don’t want you 
atching cold with no clothes on, do 
ey 
Biting her lip [he shakes ' her 
yuld argue perhaps that 
aap s id be lighting her own 





down jae thet up. Taking with 
hem of the white cotton nig 

"No. please...’ pops out but noted 

shen anes t seem to really mean it — 

or indeed that really e 

take nate. My hand encloses crisp 
curls...and then...shortly she begins 
moaning. 

I light the fire ‘while she lies 
silent, big eyes watching. And then I 
bring up steaming pails of water. 
Nice hot water in a cosily warm room 
can be very calming, ‘soothing. 

Soothing those perhaps alarmed and 

ned thoughts. But. perhaps 
y ate not so alarmed. For while 
rown eyes might conceiv- 
egistering anxiety the ripe, 
omed body does convey a 
different message. As certain parts 
stiffen up. And another. gets 
decidedly damp. 

I bathe her myself of course. An 
intimate rite, my hands everywhere 
on the warm and slippery flesh. She 
does not demur or resist. I think 
now... When I have dried her I 
decide on a little friendly spanking. 
Another intimate rite. The cane 
marks of yesterday have quite 
disappeared. She willbe getting 
some that don’t go that quickly, I 
fear. But not yet...Not today. 
Today... 

That cosy bed does look inviting. 
A warm cosy bed in a snug warm 
room. Yes. It is only her second day 
but... really do think...she is ready. 
Was it the end of the first week with 
Susan? But this is Jenny, not Susan. 

She does not demur when I 
suggest she gets back between the 
sheets. And I then join her. 
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George Hobley buttoned his 
raincoat high and pulled up its 
collar. It was a typical November 
afternoon — cold with mist turning 
into thin rain. As he made his way 
along the Macadamed path of the 
Rec., he wondered if, in this 
weather, the girl would arrive. The 
boy, on the other hand, would have 
done. If he could. Boys being boys, 
that is. George glanced at his watch; 
it was four o’clock and already 
getting quite dark. Rounding a curve 
in the path, he could just make out 
the solidly-built, Victorian 
which was his own little domain. It* 
was painted in drab Council green 
but you could not see that in the fast- 
fading light. It was here he kept the 
tools of his trade... mowing machine, 
roller, marking machine, forks and 
spades; and a number of more 

S. 
nt found»to the back of the 
erienced a little twinge 
. Yes...her bike was 

licked" away almost out of 
sight under ‘a bush. Good girl, he 
thought. Bad gifl, really. Still, she’d 
braved the weather. Must be really 
keen. Still, at 17, when they were 
having their first taste of it, they 
usually were. George took out a 
bunch of keys and, selecting one of 
the longer, rustier ones, opened a 
door at the rear of the shed. It was 
pitch black inside. 

“You there, Linda?’ 

‘Yes...’ came a half-frightened, 
girlish whisper. George closed the 
door and locked it. The familiar 
smell of the place enveloped him, 
making him feel somehow comfort- 
able..wood, creosote, oil, paint. All 
part of his life. He flicked down the 
Bakelite switch, knowing from long 
experience exactly where it was. 
Linda Gosford was sitting on an 









upturned crate, still in her raincoat, ‘ 


dark hair wet and straggly. She 
looked cold and miserable. Probably 
was. Still, it was of her own 
choosing. 

‘Like a cuppa?’ he asked. 
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‘No...’ came a sulky reply. 
“No thank you, Mr Hobley,’ said 
George firmly. ‘You know what we 
_agreed’. The girl_repeated him 
parrot-fashion. Saucy little bitch, he 
thought, like so many of them up at 
the school. Their parents could 
afford to put them out as Boarders 
but, all the same, they were no 
better than they should be. George 
poked at his: watch again. ‘What 
e’s he coming?’ 
‘Five o’clock...’ 
“We’ve got plenty of time then.’ 
Bhe girl shrugged resignedly and 
_@aive him a mean little look. ‘Look, 
Lida,’ said George patiently and 
Quietly, ‘if you like, you can just give 
agit back the key of this place, which I 
lent you, then I can go to your Head- 
istress...and, well you can imagine 
erest:..” 

‘No,’ said the girl suddenly. ‘Not 
that. We’ll go on as we agreed’ 

George felt happier. One usually 
had to do a bit of threatening to get 
them back on the rails — and moving 
his way. Linda Gosford was by no 
means the first girl from Cranston 
Boarding he had caught using his 
cosy little shed for illicit sexual 
purposes. George took a hip-flask 
out of his pocket and unscrewed the 
cap which served as a container. 
“Perhaps you’d rather have a touch 
of this?’ 

‘Yes...’ Still sullen, he thought, 
and resentful. No ‘please’. She 
didn’t even ask what it was. George 
poured a tot and handed it over. 

‘Thank you,’ he said as the girl 
took it. ‘It’s whisky.’ 

‘Thank you,’ she repeated...and 
drank it straight down, passing back 
the cap. George poured for himself 
and sipped. She was, he saw, 
wearing the usual knee high socks 
and flat-heeled, black shoes with 
buckles. Part of her uniform. You 
would not exactly call her pretty, he 
said to himself, but she did have 
youth on her side. He finished his 
drink, stood up and removed his 
raincoat and jacket, then turned on 





an electric wall-heater. ‘Gets chilly 
these nights,’ he said. The girl 
raised her wide-set hazel eyes to 
him, then lowered them quickly. 

‘I suppose you want me to start 
now,’ she said. 

‘That’s right Linda,’ nodded 
George. ‘Might as well. And this 
week, Linda, let’s get it right, shall 
we? Do it my way. Without so much 
of your cheek and your rudeness...’ 

‘Rudeness! My God...’ Colour 
came to those pale cheeks. Open 
anger against him. 

‘There...you see what I mean,’ 
said George. ‘You’re starting again 


already...it won’t do. Remember 
what I said.’ 
‘S-sorry...” My, my, he thought, 


it must have cost a mighty effort to 
say that. How that soft, young lower 
lip was sticking out! He watched as 
the girl stood up and removed her 
damp raincoat. She turned and 
put it down on some sacking, her 
shortish black skirt riding halfway up 
her slim, filly-thighs. George felt the 


familiar first twinge — yet it was 
only just beginning. 
‘Stand here,’ said George, 


pointing to a patch of the dirty 


wooden floor about a yard or so in ~ 


front of, him. This was the fourth 
time (or was it the fifth?) they had 
gone through this routine since he 
had made his happy discovery of 
Linda’s secret liaison in that shed 
At first there had been great 
reluctance, matched by an even 
greater fear. Now the girl was 
settling down better. Knowing what 
she was doing but compromising 
with herself. Because she was under 
pressure. Not only from him but also 
her own steadily increasing desires. 
That boy from Burford-on-the-hill 
must have something. Quite a lot, 
probably. 

Linda stood before him, tense 
and nervous, yet somehow complai- 
sant. 

‘Jacket off.... A purple jacket 
joined the raincoat on a pile of 
sacking. The white linen blouse was 
excellently and firmly filled. Despite 
a brassiere, a pair of dark nipples 
were surprisingly prominent. 
George enjoyed his memories of the 
feel of these swelling globes. Soon 
there would be more memories to 
add. 

‘What’s his name, Linda?’ 

“You know that. John...’ 

‘Not John Thomas?’ George 
grinned and saw the flash of colour 
again in those cheeks. 

‘You’re horrid...’ 

‘And you’re doing something 
your parents certainly wouldn’ t 
approve of. How old i is he?’ 

‘Same as me.. 

‘I don’t know what the world’s 
coming to. Take your skirt off, 
Linda.’ The slow throb-throb was 


building up within him. Would she 
start getting stroppy or not? No...it 
seemed not. Long, slim, schoolgirl 
fingers unfastened the black skirt. It 
dropped straight down and she 
stepped from it. Mmmm...yes..most 


enticing. Her tight-fitting knickers 


were white. School regulation of 
course. Those knickers bulged at 
their inverted apex. A dark triangle; 


’ and aclear division. 
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The girl stood straight and still, 
eyes lowered. George poured 
himself another tot. ‘Want one?’ he 
enquired. She shook her head. 

‘No thank you, Mr Hobley,’ she 
answered. Polite all of a sudden, 
thought George...and wondered 
why. He sipped meditatively. Those 
were nice long thighs. He liked the 
slim gap, though they were pressed 
close together. She would fill out 
later. Not that there wasn’t quite a 
bit of soft, girlie flesh around 
already. The minutes ticked away; 
the place was deathly quiet. The 
smell of creosote et al. remained. 
Home from home. 

‘I think we’l] have those knickers 
down now, Linda.’ George screwed 
the cap back on his hip flask. 

“Yes, Mr Hobley.’ Goodness me, 
she was playing along nicely this 
week! This was how he liked. it. A 
girl well disciplined and respectful. 
Because she had to be, of course. 


. Still, at the same.. 


Little curving ‘thumbs into the 
ET ten Stretching, pushing. A 
straggle-haired head bowed. The 


_ white slid and rolled, exposing first a 


lilly-white belly curve, the top of a 
brown pubic fringe. Down lower, 
then a full triangle of brown. Soft, 
fine hair which scarcely covered 
pouting lips. Down...down..over the 
thighs to the ankles. Then stepped 
out of. Kicked to one side. A young 
chin was held up defiantly, yet those 
naturally pale cheeks were filled 
with colour again. 

George rubbed his chin, quietly 
contemplated the secret treasures 
exposed to him. This week, he had 
decided, there would be a further 
development. 

‘I am pleased with you. Linda.’ 
he said. ‘You are beginning to 
understand.’ 

- Understand?’ A brow wrinkled. 

‘Mmmm...yes. What this tS all 
about. Aren’t you?’ 

“I don’t know what you mean...’ 
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‘I don’t know what you mean, Mr 
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‘That’s better. Respect for your 
elders, girl.’ His gaze returned 


~ repeatedly to that downy-browny 


triangle. The decoration on the cake. 
It looked so neat he wondered if she 
trimmed it. Quite likely. ‘This 
evening, Linda, you will also take off 
your blouse and your brassiere.’ 


A gasp...hands clasping to her 
mouth. ‘Oooohh...no...p-please... 
haven’t I...d-done enough?’ : 

‘I should have thought,’ said 
George calmly, ‘that after what you 


‘have already done, that would be 


easy.” He was hot to see those 
fulsome young globes naked; and to 
feel them naked. Up to now, they 
had only been pressed momentarily 
and then with a bra covering. 

‘Oh my God...you...you...’ A 
young lip thrust and was bitten back. 

‘Careful, Linda. You know the 
rules.’ It was nice, thought George, 
to be so in control. This one was 
training up well; better than quite a 
few he could remember. ‘Take them 
off...’ 

Again the straggled head bowed. 
There was a sob. Then the white 
blouse came off. Creamy-white 
shoulders...as smoothly rounded as 
a Grecian statue. But infinitely more 
delightful in texttire..Mmm...yes... 
yes.. Then those hands-went back 
and up, unclipping the well-fitted . 
brassiere. Two succulent half melons 
swung free, the aureoles large and 
pale brown, the nipples strong and a 
darker brown. George sighed 
inwardly. Oh the _ irreplaceable 
delights of youth! How fleeting it 
was, yet how infinitely desirable! 

Linda stood, head hanging, 
breasts heaving. ‘How...how much 
longer...is this going on?’ There was 
a choking sound. ‘How much longer, 
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Oh that was nice! 
certainly training up well. 
for. me to decide, Linda,’ 
rather heavily. 

‘We haven’t got all that long...’ 

Another look at his watch. 
‘Plenty of time,’ announced George. . 
‘Anyway, your young man may not 
arrive.’ 

of O Yolo) a s(o 
sure!’ ; 
“You hope,’ said George. ‘That’s 
obvious. But if he arrives before I’m 
ready, he’ll have to wait. Go...in 
fact.” George smiled kindly. ‘After 
all, he hasn’t got a key, has he?’ 

Linda looked suddenly scared; 
crestfallen. George thought that she 
also looked quite ravishing. The girl 
was naked but for her knee high- 
socks and shoes. ‘He’ll come...I 
know,’ she gasped. 

‘And you will come here, Linda,’ 
said George with sudden harshness. 
He didn’t wait for the girl to obey but 


She was 
‘That is 
he said 


will..he — will...’m 


‘stretched out an arm to grip a 


whippet-slim waist. He felt the 
weight of fulsome young breasts on 
his upper arm: Then he had pulled 
her down and over his thighs, feeling 
her under-softness. Feeling, too, his 
growing hardness forcing up into her 
belly. His left arm and. hand were 
holding her down, his right hand was 
already running over velvet-smooth 
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buttock cheeks. As creamy-coloured 
as the shoulders...and those breasts. 

Breasts! 

George released the girl’s waist 
and slipped his hand beneath her 
torso. It found two pendulous pieces 
of lush, warm fruit..each with a 
tiny, firm stalk. That hand squeezed 
and mauled, squeezed and mauled. 

‘No...no...ooo!’ Linda = was 
suddenly kicking and twisting. Now 


George clamped her down with his. 


right arm. 

‘Linda,’ he said with stern 
warning. ‘You know the rules. You 
do not struggle. You do not protest. 

You present yourself. For what is to 
come.’ 

‘Ooooohh..uuugh...oh Lord...ooh 
alright then...a/right...’ 

George fondled those lush, 
swinging breasts a little longer. He 
could scarcely resist doing so. 
Meanwhile, his other hand 
continued to run over twin mounds 
of succulence. Then he suddenly 
removed his left hand from its 
enjoyment and gripped that slim 
waist tightly again. His right hand 
rose. 

NSIELEE Fo) 0} 0) oy) 5 

Oh joy! Right in the middle. How 
it sank and  spread...yet how 
resiliently it returned to its former 
glory. Yet now a different hue. Rose 
pink. A delight to feel...and to see. 
‘No struggling, Linda...’ 

‘No...alright...alright...’ 

Sssslllaaaapppp! oh lovely! and 
again. Sssslllaapppppp! First one 
young-rounded cheek then the other. 
Again and again. Ssssllllaaapppp! 
Ssslllaaappppp! A palm on each 
cheek. Then again. Sssslllapppp... 
Ssslllaaapppppp! Heavenly...quite 
heavenly! Pink for a girl...ahhh yes 
that was how it should be. 

‘Stoo...oooopp..oooh...st-st-stop 
that’s enough...please that’s 
enough...’ 

‘Is it, Linda? Is it?’ 

*Yes...000h...yes...sss...’ 

‘Very well then.’ George strove to 
control the fast rise and fall of his 
chest. He placed his hand on the 
uplifted, glowing cheeks. How 
superbly warm they were! ‘This 
time, I think you have behaved 
admirably.’ George’s left hand went 
under Linda again. Once more it 
lasciviously devoured breast fruit. 
The girl was unresisting. Just half 
sobbing. George’s right hand 
continued to gently massage the 
warm bottom flesh. Then a finger 
slipped down into the deep cleft. 
Down and along. And along. And in. 
There was a velvety warmth. Almost 
an invitation. 

‘I don’t suppose he’ll be long 
now,’ said George. ‘Might as well be 
ready for him...’ He smiled to 
himself. She’d be furious if she knew 
what he already knew...which was 


that the boys of Burford-on-the-Hill 
had been ‘gated’ for 48 hours. None 
was being allowed out because of 
some hooligan incident on a school | 
pitch earlier in the week. 
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_ oh no..please...’ It was a mild little 


protest and she made no attempt to 
get off his lap. George was gratified. 
She was getting warmer and silkier 
all the time. His finger delved more 


’ adventurously. ‘Eeee...aaah..oh you 


mustn't!’ 

George gave the pink warm 
bottom a gentle slap. ‘Manners, 
Linda. Do I have to keep telling you 
about how you address your elders?’ 
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don’t smack me any more...’ 

He gave her another gentle slap 
which: set the soft globes quivering 
like pink blancmange. Mmm...yes, 
very edible. It would have been nice 
to have buried his face in that sweet 
concoction. “Not if you behave your- 
self,’ he said. 

‘T...’ll behave...’ 

‘Good.’ George’s finger slipped 
back, down into the invitingly warm 
cleft. 

It wasn’t long before Linda was 
panting and gasping as_ she 
wriggled. Then, suddenly, she was 
squealing... 


* * * * 


‘He can’t be coming now.’ 
George checked his watch. ‘Twenty 
minutes late. Must have been kept 
spo 

“‘He’s usually early if anything.’ 
Linda was pouting again. It made 
her look even more fetching when 
she had no clothes on. The small 
room had warmed up no end with 
that wall-heater on. 

‘Seems a pity,’ said George. 

‘Yes.... The  straggly head 
nodded absent-mindedly almost. 
Had she forgotten she’d got nothing 
on, wondered George. Just got used 
to it? Those breasts were real 
beauties. How good they’d felt, too. 
That bone was still there. : 

‘You being so randy, I mean. ¢ 
Such a waste...’ : 

He watched her stand up slowly, 
she wasn’t pouting any more. In fact © 
there was just the faintest trace of a 
smile as she took a step towards him. 

“Needn’t be, I suppose,’ said 
Linda. 

George felt the happy glow of 
success achieved. 

“Oh yes...1 am pleased with you 
this evening, Linda,’ he said. ‘You 
are beginning to understand...better 
and better. 

Then his hand touched a warm, 
swelling flank, before moving 
around to fondle an even warmer 
and more curvaceous buttock 
cheek... f 












Dear Sirs, 

You were kind enough to publish 
a letter from me in ‘Blushes’ 6 (if I 
have remembered correctly) and I 
have been very gratified to sée some 
of your other readers picking up on 
some of the comments which I made. 
Perhaps, therefore, it would be 
appropriate for me to expand on 
some of the issues raised. 

I complained at that time of the 
‘numbing monotony’ of the spanking 
press, exonerating ‘Blushes’ from 
the charge. I would now like to 
qualify both the accusation and the 
exemption. 

Sometimes I wake up in the 
middle of the night with an erection 
and a warm glow of satisfaction at 
the mere thought that there are now 
a large number of established 
magazines catering for gentlemen 
who enjoy meting out painful 
chastisement on attractive girls. And 
yet, time after time I have shelled 
out up to eight pounds on a 
magazine in which there is nothing 
to justify my optimism. To put it in 
the simplest terms, my whole 
interest in the subject arises from 
the suffering of the female party to 
stimulate the male. One would think, 
with some justification, that this is a 
central element in all spanking 
literature, and yet I have found that 
the crucial subjugation of the girl is 
more often than not offset by her 
sexual arousal, and that nine out of 
ten stories end with the girl looking 
forward to next time. However much 
fun there is in a relationship with a 
masochist in real life, to me at least 
there is nothing remotely 
stimulating about reading about a 
girl who is turned on by so-called 
punishment. 

I suppose that what I look for 
more than anything else in the CP 
literature is some feeling of 
comradeship with like-minded 
individuals — that is to say that 
nothing encapsulates the advantages 
of a specialised CP press so much as 
the strength-in-numbers syndrome. 
We are not alone in desiring that 
sweet young girls should be 
subjected to pain and humiliation in 
order to give us sexual gratification. 

At the time when I was bursting 
out to sexual maturity I was unaware 
of any literature catering exclusively 
for the spanking kink. I’d always 
been keen on bottoms, and it was 
less a case of me searching for 
material on CP (which I had 
experienced neither as recipient, 
perpetrator or witness) than of 
coming across (almost literally) 
letters about the joys of caning in 

‘Penthouse’ and feeling immediately 
that this was the area of sexuality 
that I had always subconsciously 
yearned for. The impact was 
tremendous. I suppose it must have 
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been an exciting time for everybody, 
the rebirth of a theme that had lain 
potent and simmering beneath the 
surface since Victorian times. 

It was later still that I discovered 
‘Janus’ (little relation to the 
magazine now bearing that name), 
which in those days was on the cusp 
of shifting its emphasis from a 
general survey of the ‘fringes’ of 
eroticism to a solid concentration on 
the galloping enthusiasm for 
corporal punishment. Yes, your 
younger readers may be surprised to 
know or be reminded that there was 
no magazine even at that time 
supported entirely by lovers of the 
rod. There was a cosiness about 
‘Janus’; one felt that one was part of 
an elite that had not only discovered 
the secret of sexuality but also made 
contact with like-minded men. I 
would like to think that it is the 
mutual encouragement which we 
‘regulars’ (I contributed often to the 
letters pages and came to recognise 
the style of other prolific penmen) 
gave to each other that has restored 
devotion to the flogging of females to 
its rightful place in the forefront of 
British sexuality. 

To this day it is often the letters 
section of spanking magazines that 
gives me the greatest thrill — all too 
often it is one letter alone that 
provides the stimulation I require, a 
scant reward for the considerable 
outlay. Have other readers ever 
pondered the fact that the letters 
pages of CP magazines often contain 
the most intelligent and literate 
comment to be found in any male- 
dominated publications? This was 
certainly true in the old days which I 
was just referring to — if there are 
more missives from the less 
sophisticated now than there were 
ten years ago, that only means that 
the taste for SM has spread through 
all aspects of society. You don’t have 
to be an aristocrat or a genius to 
appreciate a roasted rump. 

Although I hold fast to my 
assertion that most of the CP 
magazines, are shoddy and _half- 
hearted, it is obvious that they have 
come into being to satisfy a huge 
demand. Off the top of my head I can 
think of eight titles regularly in 
production at present, to which can 
be added numerous ‘one-off’ 
publications and short-lived essays 
into the field. In some Soho 
bookshops whole walls are given up 
to the subject, and a quick count of 


titles on offer would seem to indicate 
that there are as many men into 
caning as there are lovers of big 
breasts, if not more! who would have 
predicted such a _ widespread 
enthusiasm for discipline say fifteen 
years ago? 

Even if there are few distin- 
guished titles among the plethora of 
magazines, there is something to be 
gained from the mere fact that a love 
of whacking girls has become so 
institutionalised. The casual 
browser, looking for novelty to perk 
up a jaded sexual appetite is more 
than likely to discover one of these 
publications, become fascinated and 
eventually hooked on the subject. 
New converts are being won every 
day, which is great news for 
publishers such as yourself, for 
those of us who want to see the 
practice of corporal punishment on 
girls continued and expanded, and 
worrying news for the anti-cane 
spoilsports, teenage girls and the 
mothers of teenage girls. 

But what of those of us who have 
long been convinced of the joys of 
beating young female flesh? It must 
be confessed that the formulas 
adopted by these magazines are 
becoming just a little tired by now. 
Most magazines seem to emulate the 
format of ‘Janus’ circa 1976, with 
some justification. There are 
photographs of hands hovering over 
unclad bottoms, fiction that tends to 
concern an attractive girl receiving 
not-too-serious retribution for a 
minor misdemenour, and _ letters 
praising the magazine before going 
on to recount some _§ scholastic 
experience that didn’t really amount 
to much. 

It is often forgotten that in the 
years prior to this ‘Janus’ was a 
much more varied publication. There 
were regular forays into the past, 
uncovering incidents from the days 
of slavery, religious persecution, 
workhouse discipline...Often news- 
paper articles were reprinted and 
subjected to analysis, there were 
surveys of caning in other parts of 
the world, and even reference to 
harsh punishments other than the 
classic birching or caning. Of course, 
there are times when many articles 
fell wide of the mark for my own 
particular taste, but nonetheless 
there were often delicious surprises 
and it was rarely that the whole 
magazine could be dull. How 
different it all is now, when one 
constantly has the feeling that one 
has read the stories on offer a 
hundred times before. I would rather 
be shocked than soothed sometimes. 

I don’t mean that lightly. The law 
of diminishing returns applies to 
pornography as much as anything 
else, and whereas a faint ruddy mark 
on a bottom might have been a 


Dear Sir, 

Please find enclosed a picture of 
my new geodesic greenhouse, with a 
view of my neighbour’s daughter’s 
bottom; that is not the lower half of a 
bikini — those are her knickers! 

The photo was taken surrepti- 
tiously through an open window at 
the beginning of the holidays last 
Summer, when the girl was using 
the greenhouse as a wind-proof 
solarium to get her suntan off to a 
good start. With her own house 
empty and her father at business all 
week, she took to coming round and 
simply slipping out of all but her 
knickers and encamping herself on 
the greenhouse floor, admittedly at 
my invitation but with a degree of 
cock-teasing bravado I had not 
envisaged. I should like to say that I 
took advantage of her forwardness, 
but at my age one doesn’t like to 
push one’s luck. 

I recall having read a letter in 
your excellent magazine asking for 
photos, as the writer put it, ‘of girls 
we can be sure have at sometime had 
a good, bare-bottomed spanking’; I 
therefore put this picture before you 
as being just what that corres- 
pondent was looking for. 

Although the girl is now at 
University, she has been my 
neighbour for some five years. 
Several years ago my curiosity was 
excited by the spectacle of her, in 
pale blue shorts, being propelled 


thrilling photo ten years ago, it’s not 
going to do much for us now. 
Similarly with fiction, it has to be 
more daring each time if it is going 
to produce the same frisson. Now 
obviously you would not want to 
escalate your product’s aggressive 
edge to the point where it becomes 
unpleasantly savage and at risk from 
the law. I think therefore that you 
have to be on the look out for new 
slants, stunts and forms. of 
presentation if you are going to keep 
us happy. 

I said that my praise for your 
magazine was now slightly qualified, 
and the disappointment I have had in 
it recently has been that it has 
settled down into a _ rather 
predictable format. Now don’t get 
me wrong, it is better than anything 
else around because its heart is in 
the right place. The fiction is better 
written than your rivals’ and 
generally has more bite, though it is 
several months now since we had a 
really wicked bit of exploitation to 
compare with your first stories. 
What I would like to see would be 
more surprises and more contact 
with the outside world. One 
thoroughly good idea which you did 
have was the reprinting of the poster 
for the Moscow Olympics. That was 
a delicious surprise and it took us for 
once out of the enclosed realm of 


towards the house from the far end 
of the garden by her father, who was 
holding both her hands behind her 
as he pushed her along whilst 
spanking her firmly across her 
buttocks with his free hand. He 
spanked her all the way to the house, 
some hundred feet I should think, 


familiar models in familiar poses and 
of fictional situations. How I would 
love to see more contact with reality 
— reviews of TV programmes that 
involve schoolgirls, photographs 
from gymnastic competitions either 
at international or (preferably) local 
level, newspaper articles which 
might be of interest to your readers, 
information from school archives... 

It is this emphasis on the fact that 
spanking literature stems from a 
genuine desire to inflict genuine 
punishment on the genuine bottoms 
of genuine girls that appeals to me. 
That, I suppose is why I so much 
enjoy letters about celebrity 
punishment. May I at this point 
thank the gentleman who 
anonymously replied to my earlier 
letter in Supplement 1?. His 
musings on the likelihood of Shirley 
Strong having received the benefit of 
Janet Dines’ cane across her sturdy 
adolescent haunches were extremely 
stimulating. What a pity that an 
ankle injury has prevented Miss 
Strong from exhibiting her sexy arse 
this season. We look forward. to 
fantasising about you in the near 
future, Shirl. 

In the meantime I would like to 
nominate one of Shirley’s sporting 
sisters for the cane. The British 
gymnast Hayley Price (18) is just 
about the most voluptuous thing 


while she bleated and squealled and 
stumbled up the path, swerving her 
bum from side to side as she tried to 
avoid the spanks. The furore 
continued inside the house for some 
time, from upstairs, with the girl’s 
cries coming less frequently but 
being far more desperate, the whole 
thing lasting for perhaps ten 
minutes. It was my surmise at the 
time that her bum was getting 
something more painful than a hand 
across it, perhaps a cane. 

Subsequently I have _ several 
times seen her catch a firm slap 
across her bottom from her father, 
always in the garden of course, since 
I couldn’t see inside the house and 
each time in shorts or swimming 
costume. On other occasions I have 
heard her crying in what I suppose is 
her bedroom, again sounding like a 
girl whose bottom is getting 
something more than a mere palm 
acrossit. ~~~. 

I have, needless to say, made 
opportunities to ask her about this 
interesting state of affairs, but apart 
from blushes which would do credit 
to some of the girls in your magazine 
I have managed to elicit little 
response. However I have gleaned 
the fascinating piece of information 
that her ‘father’ isn’t her father, but 
her step-father. Now doesn’t that 
add an entirely new dimension to it 
all? 





B.S., Herts 


ever to squeeze into a leotard. Tits 
like melons on it and an arse that 
burgeons forth triumphantly. Watch 
her wobble her way along the beam 
or twist and contort her body in the 
floor exercise and you will soon 
require the services of your thumb 
and index finger to properly appre- 
ciate Hayley’s artistry. Just imagine 
how her magnificent breasts would 
bounce if unrestrained by all that 
stretch-webbing. Picture those few 
regions of her big bum that aren’t 
exposed to your gaze by the rapidly 
retreating seat of her costume. 
Fortunately it is considered to create 
a poor artistic impression if you 
pause to tug your leotard from up 
your bum in the middle of an 
exercise, so Hayley has to forget 
modesty in the interests of sport. 

I’d like to peel the costume down 
from her protruberant breasts and 
stuff the seat right up in her bottom 
before making Hayley straddle the 
vaulting horse. Then, with a 
regulation crook-handled cane I 
would enthusiastically belabour her 
shimmering teenage cheeks until the 
soft white flesh becomes swollen, 
striped with red and with purple 
bruises showing underneath. Then 
she would strip completely, crying 
hysterically, and lie across my lap for 
me to rub pungent iodine into her 
bare bottom with my rubber-gloved 
hand. 
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As a grand finale, the blubbering 
Hayley Price would have to kneel on 
the floor in front of me with her 
hands on her head, thus elevating 
her sumptuous bristols. These I 
would proceed to whip with a light 
martinet until they bounced like 
footballs and glowed like traffic 
lights. 

I'd like to ‘close with two 
suggestions for features which 
would make your magazine just a 
little out of the ordinary. First, 
please take up the suggestion from a 
Mr Saxon in your most recent issue 
that he writes a comprehensive 
history of the subjugation of women. 
May I ask Mr Saxon to linger on the 
details of individual cases, giving 
names wherever possible, and not to 
spare us any aspect of their 
suffering. 

Secondly I enclose a copy of the 
letters page of the TV Times for 4th 
October, and suggest that you 
reprint the letter from Mrs G M of 
Lincs., together with Dear Katie’s 
reply. It seems that Mrs G M has in 
her innocence written to the wrong 
magazine and that the readers of 
‘Blushes’ might be altogether more 
able to give her and her daughter the 
advice they need. Could you ask the 
readers to write in with their 
suggestions? If you do I promise to 
send in my own thoughts on the kind 
of ‘negotiating’ Mrs G M should 
indulge in with her daughter. 

With best wishes Tom G 


Perhaps Mr G would consider giving 
us his opinion [most welcome] on our 
new magazine ‘Whispers’, which for 
the most part has to do with the 
humiliation aspects of corporal 
punishment. 


Dear Sir, 

Iam writing to you as a ‘Blushes’ 
reader on a subject that seems to 
receive little attention these days but 
which must be of great importance to 
many marriages. The subject in 
question is ‘Marital Spanking’. 
Whilst ‘Blushes’ deals admirably 
with the fantasy side of C.P., 
depicting young girls usually school 
girls receiving their ‘just deserts’, 
the popularity of the magazine 
probably reflects a general lack of 
satisfaction amongst married men, 
myself included, at. being unable to 
personally administer a good 
spanking to their partners. For my 
part, I believe that C.P. if delivered 
in moderation and without spite can 
be a source of mutual satisfaction 
but unfortunately my wife, Nicole, 
does not agree. She is an attractive, 
sophisticated and career-minded 
woman of 29 who feels it would be 
unacceptably degrading and 
humiliating for her to allow me to 
spank her bottom. My discussions 
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with her on the subject have resulted 
in a hardening of her attitude, made 
all the more frustrating for me by 
two main factors. 

Firstly, she keeps herself in 
excellent shape — her buttocks are 
well proportioned and firm — ideal 
spanking material and she happily 
wears clothes which I consider 
particularly provocative. Tightly 
fitting leather trousers and skirts, 
sexy underwear (especially the 
currently fashionable seamed 
stockings) and very high-heeled 
shoes and boots are all part of my 
wife’s sophisticated yet sexy look. It 
seems also that she deliberately tries 
to provoke my urge to spank her by 
‘exhibitionist’ or flirtatious 
behaviour. While (hopefully!) 
completely faithful to our marriage, 
Nicole is certainly not adverse to 
having her bottom fondled by other 
men at parties or to displaying a 
stocking-top to an admirer in the 
pub. 

The second ‘Factor’ is that, due 
to my wife’s concern for fitness, 
namely her horse-riding, _ self- 
defence and aerobics classes she is a 
woman of considerable strength and 
is easily capable of rebuffing any 
attempt I might make to forcably 
remove her panties or put her across 
my knee. My last attempt resulted in 
her turning the tables on me 
completely and it was I who ended 
where she should have been! In fact, 
my lady wife is positively keen to 
engage in the ‘Fem/Dom’ activities 
which usually result from © my 
attempts to make love to her. I 
suppose it is hypocritical of me to 
complain that I find it humiliating to 
have to lick my wife’s favourite ‘bed- 
room boots’ or to be made to wear a 
collar and lead in order to gain 
access to my wife’s carefully shaved 
pubis, but it’s really no joke. I do, of 
course, have a choice as my wife 
frequently reminds me. Either.I toe 
the line or some rather embarrassing 
‘Polaroids’ which I was once foolish 
enough to let my wife take of me 
might find their way to my boss’s 
desk. However, I digress. 

A point which may shed some 
light on the matter is the fact that my 
wife spent her years between the 
ages of 12 and 18 at a private girls 
school where C.P. was common- 
place. My eagerness to elicit from 
her the details of any C. P. she might 
have received at school resulted in 
my ‘weakness’ being ruthlessly used 
against me. In order to draw from 
‘Madame Nicole’ an account of her 
own C.P. experiences at school, I 
had to clean and polish her riding- 
boots and tack, hand-wash three 
pairs of jodhpurs and innumerable 
pairs of panties. I finished up tied to 
an uncomfortable chair in the 
bedroom while my wife recounted 


her story pausing only to take further 
‘Polaroids’ of me and undress for 
bed. Unfortunately for me at this 
point my wife decided to add some 
realism to her story and I was 
obliged, after I had been untied, to 
adopt a kneeling position in the chair 
doubled over the back with palms 
flat on the floor. Nicole, receiving 
sufficient elevation from her six-inch 
stilletto heeled thigh boots put my 
head between her thighs, carefully 
treading on my fingers in the 
process, and finished the story 
adding a stroke or six of realism with 
her riding-crop. 

The crop and whipping chair 
have now become permanent 
features of the price I pay to retain 
favour with my wife so ‘Blushes’ 
offers welcome relief to my own 
stinging bottom and the inaccess- 
ability of my wife’s expensive silk 
panties, or-rather, their contents. 

I am only able to type this letter 
because Nicole is away on one of her 
important business trips, as P.A. to 
her boss. She has to travel quite 
often with him to conferences up and 
down the country and I usually have 
to spend several evenings before- 
hand washing all the underwear and 
polishing the shoes and boots, most 
of which seem to return unworn, that 
she insists on taking with her. On my 
wife’s return from a trip they all 
have to be washed and cleaned to 
her satisfaction. Failure of my work 
to pass her inspection has dire 
results, but if I manage to please 
‘Madame’ then I am allowed to 
express my _ gratitude for her 
lenience by orally worshipping her 
rear. For this concession my wife 
adopts a classic spanking position 
face down on the bed, hips 
supported by several pillows, legs 
apart. Unfortunately, any aspira- 
tions I might have to exploiting my 
wife’s apparent vulnerability on 
these occasions soon evaporate on 
being yanked forward by collar and 
lead to assume a kneeling position at 
the foot of the bed and commence to 
pay homage to that tight little bud 
which nestles between my wife’s 
shapely buttocks. 

Clearly, this state of affairs is 
less than satisfactory to me and I 
would be grateful to receive any 
advice that you or any readers may 
have to offer on the matter. 

My wife’s account of her school 
days can be the subject of another 
letter if you should so request and I 
would be glad to discuss, by post, 
suggestions for improvement or 
observations you may care to make 
on the forgoing. Meanwhile, I shall 
endure my predicament and at great 
personal sacrifice try to collect more 
C.P. stories for the contents of a 
future letter. 


K. J. H. Middx. 
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BLUSHES NINE 


More schoolgirls! 
More canings! 
More spankings! 


More of everything! 


£6 


BLUSHES TEN 


A young Civil Servant 
loses her knickers. 
A headmaster’s 
secretary loses 
rather more. 
More Reich Girls. 
Schoolroom Caning. 


£6 


BLUSHES 
TWELVE 


Stable girl’s 
spanking, 
Caned in the Saddle, 
Schoolroom spanking 
and caning 


£6 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
ONE 


Girls in Germany 
in 1936 
Spankings, canings 
fresh and original 
articles. 


£3.50 


BLUSHES 
UNIFORM GIRLS 
SIX 


Nursing Sister’s 
punishment. 
Team Captain’s 
spanking. 
Boarding school 
discipline. 


£5 


A Collectors’ Edition 
SS So 


BLUSHES FOUR 


Newsround girls 
whipped, others 
chastised in 
domestic service. 


UNIFORM GIRLS 
FIVE 


Convent discipline, 


Two nurse, 
twelve strokes. 
Majorrett sticks it 
out. 


£5 


WHISPERS 
ONE 


Humiliation dress. 
Held hostage. 
Cornfield Encounter. 


£5 


BLUSHES 


GUPPLEMENT 


BACK NUMBERS 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT ~ 
THREE 


Home from school 
Uniform girl spanked 
Caning, strapping, 
Humiliation!! 


£4.00 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
SIX 


Bedroom Spanking, 
Schoolroom Caning, 
Spanking ‘Alfresco’. 


£5 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
FIVE 


A fresh air Spanking, 
Bathtime humiliation 
Bedroom Caning 


£5 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
SEVEN 


Classroom strapping, 
Headmistress weilds 
her cane 
Sixth Form Spanking 


£5 








